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Amazing  Scientoike 


Bionic  Breakthrough 


Last  week,  two  PhD 
researchers  in  Biomedical 
Engineering,  Dr.  Yodar  P. 
Kritch  and  Dr.  Wan  Jin  Sling, 
reached  a triumph  both  for  their 
own  careers  and  the  U of  T when 
their  uniquely  designed  bionic 
arm  was  attached  to  its  first 
human  recipient.  Their 
professor,  Dr.  Ivan  Tunale,  is 
world  reknowed  as  the  inventor 
and  first  producer  of  the  myo- 
electric hand. 

Drs.  Kritch  and  Sling  drew 
much  of  their  movement 
technology  from  Dr.  Tunale’s 
previous  work,  but  developed 
an  entirely  new  and  ingenious 
control  system  for  their  bionic 
arm.  The  arm  itself  is  powered 
by  a miniature  battery  system 
developed  by  Dr.  Sling;  the 
control  system  is  primarily  a 
product  of  Dr.  Kritch’s  research. 

The  collaboration  has  been 


THERE  J§  A 
DIFFERENCE! 
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hailed  by  some  as  producing  the 
scientific  breakthrough  of  the 
twentieth  century,  because  of 
the  highly  advanced 
technological  achievements  in 
terms  of  control  systems  and 
nuclear  and  battery  research. 
The  implictions  of  the  results  of 
Dr.  Kritch  and  Dr.  Sling  range 
from  mechanical  through 
computer  to  medical  technology. 

The  first  recipient  of  the  arm, 
the  late  Henry  Wadsworth 
Bascombe,  was  a former  student 
in  the  8T2  Industrial  Engineering 
Course.  Three  months  ago,  the 
six-foot,  five-inch  FIrosh  was 
acting  as  a Cannon  Guard  when 
he  had  his  right  arm  lopped  off 
during  a Cannon-stealing 
attempt  by  Ry-high.  Due  to  a 
massive  loss  of  blood  and 
extreme  shock,  he  spent  the  next 
three  weeks  in  Women’s  College 
Hospital  regaining 

consciousness.  At  one  point  it 
was  unknown  whether  H.W. 
Bascombe  would  survive,  or 
lapse  forever  into  a coma.  The 
doctors  were  unable  to  re-attach 
his  severed  arm,  as  the  wicked 
wimps  of  Ry-High  had  kept  it  for 
a souvenir  in  absence  of  a 
success  for  their  Cannon  theft 
attempt. 

In  an  exclusive  interview  with 
Toike  Oike,  Bascombe  said  that 
he  was  eternally  grateful  to  his 


compatriots  in  Engineerng  for 
allowing  him  to  possess  the  first 
bionic  arm.  Before  his  untimely 
death,  he  was  reportedly  very 
pleased  with  the  operation  of  the 
arm,  as  the  arm  was  disposed  to 
follow  his  exact  orders;  however, 
it  seem  that  he  did  incur  some 
trouble  due  to  that  single 
attribute  of  the  arm. 

Early  yesterday  morning,  the 
members  of  the  Alfred  Nobel 
Peace  Prize  Commission  decided 
unanimously  to  make  a special 
award  to  Dr.  Kritch  and  Sling  for 
their  tremendous  contribution  to 
humanity.  Apparently,  Kritch 
and  Sling  commented  at  length, 
saying  essentially  that  they  would 
be  honoured  to  accept  their 
award,  and  they  thanked  the 
Commission  for  supporting  them 
in  the  face  of  Bascombe’s  sudden 
death. 

Engineering  Dean  Etkin 
reportedly  commented  that  the 
achievement  would  hopefully 
overshadow  attempts  by  the  East 
and  West  to  promote  war 
technology,  and  could  lead  all 
the  advanced  countries  into  an 
humanitarian  technology  race. 
President  Ham  is  reportedly 
considering  naming  the  two  new 
wings  of  the  soon-to-be- 
reconstructed  Sanford  Fleming 
Building  in  honour  of  Dr.  Kritch 
and  Dr.  Sling.  . . . more  inside 
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Scotty — I can’t  get  any  power,  captain! 

The  Spacey  Ghost  of  Roto — I own  some  quark, 
strangeness,  and  charm 

Kurt  Vonnegut,  jr. — will  apologise  to  Forest 
Mozo,  resident  of  Slaughterhouse  Five,  so  it 
goes. 

Reddy  Roddenberry — Beam  me  up,  Scotty. 
These  Klingons  just  won’t  let  go! 

Sneaky  Six  Systems — This  better  be  good  cause 
we  missed  one  you  know... Dilithium  systems  on 
special  for  warps  beyond  belief!  As  Advertised. 
Everreddy — Happiness  is  a strange  thing. 

Mike  Moorcock — Happiness  to  Kreao’neff,  up 
and  down  you  quarks!  Is  there  any  truth  in 
beauty?  Strange?  You  have  no  charm  and  up 
your  strangeness! 

Herbert  George  Wells — Verne  sucks  the  big 
stubby  gerkin! 

Prof.  P.T.  Bunsen  Honeydew — Makin’  Bacon 
with  Miss  Piggy(!) 

Beaker — Oooooooooh! 

Wendy  Uhura — Communications  gone  crazy! 
Ms.  Spook — I’m  green  without  envy. 
Commander  Cordwainer — HAL,  what  do  you 
think  you're  doing  with  that  typewriter... NO!... 
S.R.  Delany — Why  me? 

lymmi  eM — Yet  another  story  to  a close.  Good 
job  on  this  toike,  Nike. 

Lazuras  Long — Aka  Otis  Fudpucker,  didn’t  call 
myself  Long  for  nothing 

Ensign  lackoff — Quick!  Get  her  while  her 
shields  are  down! 

Flash  Gordon — never  made  it  to  Saturn,  stuck 
in  Venus! 

Buck  Rogers — never  made  it  to  Jupiter,  stuck  in 
Uranus! 

Speedy  Starbuck — I may  fly  a viper,  but  I never 
bit  a snake! 

George  Luckass — The  farce  is  on  all  of  us. 

Mork — nano-nano,  mega-mega,  pico-pico,... 
John  Boy — Is  it  true  that  tape  decks  give 
magnetic  head? 

Isaac  Asimov — Oh,  for  thiotimoline  now  that 
exams  are  here. 

I. A Mario — Thiotimoline  does  not  exist,  never 
has  existed,  and  never  will  exist 
lames  T.  Kirk — Beam  me  up,  Scotty! 

Walter  M.  Miller  Ir. — Novice  John,  fasting  in 
an  intellectual  desert. 

Phil.  Dick — Do  engineers  dream  of  differential 
sheep? 

The  Gremlin — maybe  Y OU  do. . . 

M.  Oorcock — Mellow  Yellow  is  a social  disease 
living  at  U of  T. 

Ensign  Pavel  Cherkoff — the  toike  was  invented 
by  a little  old  engineer  from  Leningrad... 

Eng  Sci  Suckoff — The  toike  was  invented  by  a 
little  old  Strangebee  from  Delta  Epsilon... 
Claudia — for  Greg,  who  is  dynamic  thermally. 
I.R.R.  Tolkien — People  here  do  despicable 
things  to  dead  bears... oops!  one  just  got  up  and 
walked  away... 


Princess  Laya — the  tie  lines  will  get  you  if  the 
pure  component  pressure  doesn’t 
S.S.  Enterprise — it’s  been  cosmic 
Miss  Spock — energize! 

Marilyn — it’s  not  brown,  it’s  blonde 

Dan  Nosella — hire  a student 

lohn  Bruner — Shockwave  rider — fuck  her  and 

her  electric  suit. 

Apollo — Frack!  That  stupid  dagget’s  worm  gear 
has  turned  it  into  felgacarb. 

Byi  Wyndam — Happiness  is  a fracking  computer 
Dave  Bowden — I’d  rather  be  dealing 
Anne — I’d  rather  be  sealing 


Eric(with  a sight) — Rome  wasn’t  debugged  in  a 
day! 

Andy  H . — it’s  just  not  fair!!! 

Flash — goes  into  hyperspace  after  five  beer 
Mikey  — I see  we  have  a new  F!lash...at  least  this 
one  isn’t  rich 

I.R.  Willnots — lives  on  Uranus 
Mindy — Kilo- kilo. . . 

Klaatu — we’re  really  the  LGMB 
Larch — I used  to  like  Klaatu... 

Starfuck* — I know  a nice  little  place  on 
Regulus — I mean  the  women  there  are... 

The  Ed — nudge,  nudge,  wink,  wink,... 
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NEd'lTORiAl  pAC|E 


The  Literacy  of  Science  Fiction 


In  the  extremely  diverse  field  of 
literature  there  is  so  much  that  already 
exists  that  a new  branch  is  seldom 
found  or  created.  The  most  recent 
branch,  while  it  has  existed  for  many 
years,  still  is  waiting  to  achieve 
scholarly  recognition  and 
classification  from  certain  circles.  This 
branch  of  literature  is  science  fiction 
(SF). 

The  present  generation  accepts  SF 
to  a greater  degree  than  any  other, 
with  the  percentage  of  dissenters 
reaching  the  same  proportion  as  the 
number  of  those  who  consider  the 
works  of  Shakespeare  to  be  utter  and 
complete  tripe.  This  final  maturing  of 
opinion  is  due  in  a great  degree  to  ex- 
posure to  SF. 

While  the  last  generation  was  ex- 
posed, towards  the  middle  or  end  of  its 
youth,  to  the  SF  pulps  and  a few  SF 
motion  pictures,  the  realm  of  fantasy 
and  SF  envelopes  every  modem  child 
in  some  way.  Some  may  try  to  argue 
that  this  poisons  the  minds  of  the 
young,  but  on  the  contrary  it  appears 
to  be  fortifying  those  minds  against  the 
cultural  shock  of  the  future,  against 
the  ‘future  shock’  of  technological 
change. 

The  media  for  this  exposure  are  as 
diverse  as  are  the  themes  involved: 
ranging  from  all  forms  of  theatre 
through  all  forms  of  printed  infor- 
mation and  entertainment.  The  SF 
sections  of  any  bookstore  are  enor- 
mous: usually  about  one-fifth  the  size 
of  the  entire  fiction  section,  or  twice 
as  large  as  the  section  for  Canadiana. 
Film  and  television  producers  are 
willing  to  spend  enormous  sums  of 
money  to  develop  and  promote  their 
SF  films,  and  are  rewarded  with 
correspondingly  huge  net  profits. 

In  fact,  film  and  television  are  the 
most  reliable  media  for  transmitting  a 
concept  for  the  present.  The  most  ef- 
fective modem  propagandist  will  (and 
probably  does)  use  these  media,  and  to 
great  success.  In  that  case,  it  is 
necessary  to  examine  the  net  effect  of 
these  fantasy  and  SF  films. 

The  average  member  of  the  hoi 
polloi  (that  translates  to  ‘you  and  me, 
brother’)  who  goes  to  see  an  SF'film 
for  the  first  time  will  likely  be  very  im- 


pressed, and  many  of  these  such 
people  will  trip  down  to  a local 
bookstore  to  pick  up  either  the  book 
of  the  film,  or  some  other  SF  text 
which  looks  impressive.  What  does 
this  lead  to?  An  increase  in  that  per- 
son’s capability  to  be  more  literate, 
and  possibly  the  profundity  of  what  he 
reads  will  also  stimulate  some  original 
thought.  Actually,  the  younger  a per- 
son is,  the  more  he  is  likely  to  fit  this 
pattern. 

And  the  youngsters  also  have  more 
opportunity  to  watch  their  televisions 
where  the  same  process  will  occur.  A 
case  in  point  is  the  old  Star  Trek 
series,  for  which  there  are  an  entire 
series  of  Star  Trek  Logs,  as  well  as  a 
whole  set  of  peripheral  literature  and 
purely  visual  material.  Currently, 
when  the  emphasis  in  the  teaching  of 
youngsters  seems  to  be  that  it  is 
necessary  not  to  leam  a certain  thing, 
but  to  be  able  to  leam  something,  this 
is  particularly  relevant. 


Members  of  the  current  generation 
have  been  exposed  to  SF  on  many 
levels  and  at  many  different  times. 
Films  such  as  2001,  Fahrenheit  4S1, 
Clockwork  Orange,  and  Star  Wars, 
books  by  authors  such  as  Herbert 
Heinlein,  Clarke,  and  Asimov, 
magazines  with  titles  like  Analog 
Science  Fiction:  Science  Fact, 

Amazing  Stories,  and  Omni,  and 
television  shows  like  Star  Trek,  Lost  in 
Space,  Dr.  Who,  and  the  Super- 
marionation  series  (Fireball  XL-5, 
Thunderblrds,  etc.)  have  gained  im- 
mense popularity. 

Aside  from  its  entertainment  and 
profundity,  SF  has  often  provided  the 
necessary  inspiration  for  many  an  in- 
ventor or  designer:  one  of  the  best 
examples  is  the  satellite.  Who  can 
condemn  the  literary  abilities  of  SF?  It 
certainly  is  difficult,  if  not  utterly 
pointless. 

SF  is  here  to  stay  — it  is  an  integral 
part  of  our  current  culture! 


A few  years  ago  it  was  decided  to 
have  a contest  between  the 
mathematicians  and  the  engineers  at  U 
of  T,  to  decide  once  and  for  all  which 
of  the  two  was  superior.  Since  the 
mathematicians  had  already  held  and 
won  a contest  for  paper  airplanes,  and 
the  engineers  had  held  and  won  a dif- 
ferential equation  solving  contest,  the 
logical  choice  was  to  have  a contest 
over  a woman. 

After  an  extensive  survey  of  the 
campus  a voluptuous  blond  from 
pharmacy  was  chosen.  The  men  of 
engineering  sent  their  best  man,  the 
Toike  Editor  (before  Hartwell,  ’way 
before),  and  the  mathematicians  sent 
their  best  figgerer.  An  impartial  judge 
from  the  BFC  was  chosen,  and  the 
contest  was  held  on  the  Front  Campus. 

The  rules  were  stated  very  clearly  to 
the  two  participants.  The  two  men 
were,  to  stand  two  hundred  feet  apart 
with  the  woman  in  the  centre, 
equidistant  from  the  two  men.  The 
judge  was  to  say  “Go!”  at  appropriate 
intervals,  and  the  men  were  to  advan- 
ce half  the  distance  to  the  girl.  The 
contest  was  to  be  won  when  one  of 
them  reached  the  girl. 


So  the  contest  began,  with  the  judge 
saying  “Go!”  The  mathie  and  the 
Skuleman  both  advanced  forward  one 
hundred  feet.  At  the  next  turn,  the 
men  advanced  fifty  feet.  After  a few 
more  turns,  the  mathie  stalked  away. 

“Where  ae  you  going?”  the  judge 
asked  after  him. 

“This  is  idiocy!”  the  mathie  cried. 
“It  is  theoretically  impossible  for 
either  of  us  to  reach  the  girl!” 

The  Skuleman  was  cool.  “Do  you 
wish  to  continue?”  asked  the  judge. 

“Certainly,”  replied  the  Skuleman, 
“it  is  true  that  in  theory  I will  never  be 
able  to  reach  that  girl  by  the  mere 
halving  of  distance;  however,  I will 
become  close  enough  for  all  practical 
purposes.” 

4I4  4^ 
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Hickory,  Dickory,  Dock, 

The  mice  broke  into  the  stock. 
The  cops  did  come, 

The  mice  did  run. 

Hickory,  Dickory,  Dock. 
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Something  extra  from  Labatt's. 


A premium  qualify  brew  commemorating  our  150th  Anniversary. 

Extra  Stock  means  extra  flavour,  extra  smoothness,  extra  taste  satisfaction. 
Mellow  and  smooth  going  down,  it’s  something  extra,  for  our  friends...from  Labatt’s. 


AVAILABLE  IN  6. 12. 18  AND  24  BOTTLE  CARTONS  AT  YOUR  BREWER’S  RETAIL.  OR  FAVOURITE  PUB. 
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How  the  U STOLE 

CHRISTMAS 


by  Jymmi  eM 

Every  Stu  down  in  U-ville  liked  Christmas  a lot. . . 
But  the  U,  who  lived  north  of  College,  did  NOT! 
The  U hated  Christmas!  The  whole  bloody 
season!  » 

Now,  please  don’t  ask  why,  no-one  quite  knows 
the  reason. 

It  could  be  that  his  head  wasn’t  screwed  on  just 
right, 

And  it  wasn’t  that  cutbacks  were  squeezing  too 
tight. 

But  I think  that  the  most  likely  reason  of  all 
Was  he  hated  to  see  Stus  enjoy  life  at  all. 


But  whatever  the  reason,  he  had  nothing  to  lose 
While  other  U’s  chanted  the  budget  cut  blues. 

He’d  stare  from  his  Hall  with  a grin  most  ap- 
palling 

And  watch  the  Stus  plod  through  the  snow  gently 
falling, 

Wandering  home  on  this  last  day  of  class 
And  wishing  the  best  to  the  strangers  that  pass. 

“They’ll  be  buying  their  presents!”  he  snarled 
with  a sneer. 

“Next  week’ll  be  Christmas!  It’s  practically  here!” 
Then  he  growled,  while  his  plans  were  still 
nearing  fruition, 

“If  CHRISTMAS  must  come,  then  I’ll  charge  it 
tuition!” 

But  next  week,  he  knew,  Christmas  Day  would 
still  come, 

With  no  way  to  wrestle  a dollar  therefrom. 

It  would  come  without  charge.  It  was  FREE! 
FREE!  FREE!  FREE! 

And  the  one  thing  he  hated  was  FREE!  FREE! 
FREE!  FREE! 

And  the  Stus,  F!rosh  and  Grad  would  sit  down 
with  their  peers 

And  they’d  joke!  And  they’d  talk!  And  enjoy  a 
few  beers! 

They  would  visit  their  families  and  enjoy  Christ- 
mas feast, 

Which  was  something  the  U couldn’t  stand  in  the 
least. 

And  THEN  they’d  do  something  he  liked  least  of 
all! 

Every  Stu  down  in  U-ville,  the  tall  and  the  small, 
Would  gather  their  books  and  then  PUT  THEM 
AWAY!!! 

Why,  they’d  not  even  THINK  of  the  U on  that 
day! 

They’d  forget!  Not  a thought!  They  couldn’t  care 
LESS!  LESS!  LESS! 


Amazing  Scientnike 


And  the  more  the  U fumed,  the  more  he  was 
vexed, 

And  the  more  the  U thought  of  this  Stu  Christmas 
break, 

The  more  he  devised  just  what  course  he  should 
take. 

“Why,  for  one-fifty  years  I’ve  put  up  with  it  now, 
“And  I must  stop  this  Christmas  from  coming! 
But  HOW?” 

Then  he  got  an  idea!  A U of  T idea! 

The  U got  a WONDERFUL,  AWFUL  IDEA! 

“I  know  just  what  to  do!”  the  U laughed  in  his 
throat, 

Then  he  sat  at  a table  and  scribbled  a note, 

Which  he  quickly  dispatched  to  the  U of  T Press. 
“These  new  exam  dates  will  make  Christmas  a 
mess! 

“So  I’ll  distribute  them  now  ...”  he  said,  eyes 
aglow. 

Then  went  to  the  Council  (maintained  just  for 
show), 

And  called  for  the  head  of  these  faculty  hacks, 
Who  happened  to  be  his  old  faithful  dog  Fax. 

“I’ll  be  needing  your  help!”  The  U said  with  a 
laugh, 

And  fastened  a chain  to  the  dog’s  middle  half. 
Then,  donning  an  old  Santa  hat  and  a coat, 

He  picked  up  the  bundle  of  pamphlets  he  wrote, 
And  yelled  to  the  dog  at  the  end  of  the  chain, 
“Let’s  off  to  the  Stus  to  distribute  some  pain 
Then  jumping  atop  an  old  ramshackle  sled, 
He  got  the  dog  moving  by  clouting  his  head 

Once  into  the  air,  he  reclined  quite  relaxed 

And  chuckled  to  think  how  the  Stus  would  be 

taxed 

When  they’d  awaken  to  find,  much  to  their 
dismay, 

That  most  of  their  finals  were  on  Christmas  Day! ! 
He  found  the  first  house  by  the  name  in  his  file, 
Prepared  to  embark  on  his  mission  most  vile, 

And  slid  down  the  chimney.  A rather  tight 
squeeze, 

But  Santa  could  do  it,  and  so  could  this  beast 
He  got  stuck  only  once,  and  he  cursed  black  and 
blue, 

Until  he  fell  out  of  the  fireplace  flue, 

And  into  the  room  where  his  first  Stu  lay 
snoozing, 

Recovering  after  an  ‘end-of-year’  boozing. 

“This’ll  sober  him  fast!”  said  the  U quite  un- 
caring, 

“By  Christmas  we’ll  see  how  this  lay-about’s 
faring!” 

So,  with  nary  a hint  of  emotion  at  all, 

He  nailed  the  timetable  there  on  the  wall. 


Then  he  slithered  and  slunk,  with  a smile  most 
unpleasant, 

Around  the  Stu’s  tree,  where  he  stepped  on  each 
present. 


“There’s  no  other  season  that  bothers  me  so, 

“So  this  tree,”  said  the  U,  “Is  the  first  thing  to 


Then  he  went  to  the  chimney  and  started  to  push, 
When  he  heard  a small  sound  like  the  gas  from  a 
tush. 

He  turned  around  fast,  and  he  saw  a small  Stu! 

It  was  Cindy-Lou  Stu,  who  was  no  more  than  two. 
She’d  not  been  disturbed  by  the  U’s  noisy  clatter, 
She’d  only  arisen  to  empty  her  bladder. 

She  stared  at  the  U and  said,  “Santy  Claus,  why? 
“You’re  abducting  our  Christmas  tree!  Please  tell 
me  why.” 

But,  you  know,  that  old  U was  a liar  by  trade, 

And  in  no  time  at  all,  had  a whole  story  made. 


“Why,  my  sweet  little  thing,”  the  fake  Santa  Claus 
lied, 

“There’s  a light  on  this  tree  than  won’t  light  on 
one  side. 

“So  I’m  taking  it  home  to  my  workshop,  my  dear. 
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“I’ll  fix  it  up  there,  then  I’ll  bring  it  back  here.” 

But  she  was  not  fooled  by  a lie  so  pathetic. 

“You’re  denying  the  Laws  of  Electromagnetics. 
“And  relativity  theory  you’ve  also  perverted. 

“Yes,  Einstein  would  turn  in  his  grave  if  he  heard 
it.” 

His  attempt  to  rebut  was  a total  disgrace. 

And  he  argued  until  he  was  blue  in  the  face, 

But  she’d  beaten  him  squarely  on  every  account; 
On  many  more  points  than  he  was  able  to  count. 
Then  she  told  him  goodnight,  and  went  off  to  her 
bed, 

And  left  the  U fuming,  and  scratching  his  head. 

But  he  conceded  the  bout  and  then  left  from  the 
house, 

(Though  on  his  way  out,  he  stepped  right  on  a 
mouse) 

And  he  liked  it  so  much,  that  in  other  Stu’s 
houses, 

He  squashed  the  guts  out  of  the  other  Stu’s 
mouses! 

It  was  a quarter  past  dawn,  all  the  Stu’s  still  abed, 
All  the  U’s  deeds  completed,  all  the  floors  bloody 
red, 

When  he  packed  up  his  sled.  Packed  it  up  with 
their  presents. 

Broken  records!  Tom  clothing!  Things  burning 
and  smoking! 

The  Stus  would  soon  know  that  the  U wasn’t 
joking! 

Then  he  took  all  this  garbage  he’d  piled  high, 

And  delivered  it  to  the  lunchroom  in  Med  Sci. 
“Pooh-pooh  to  the  Stu!”  he  was  U-ishly  hum- 
ming, 

“They’re  finding  out  now  that  no  Christmas  is 
coming! 

“When  they  look  at  the  timetable  nailed  to  the 
wall, 

“They’ll  let  out  a shriek  that’ll  make  your  skin 
crawl!” 

So  he  paused,  and  the  U put  a hand  to  his  ear, 

And  he  listened  intently  while  scratching  his  rear. 
And  he  did  hear  a sound  rising  over  the  snow. 

It  started  in  low,  then  it  started  to  grow  . . . 

But,  the  sound  wasn’t  sad,  no  lamenting  or 
moaning, 

No  shrieking,  no  screaming,  no  grunting  or 
groaning! 

He  stared  down  at  U-ville;  the  U popped  his  eyes! 
Then  he  shook!  What  he  saw  was  a dreadful  sur- 
prise! 

Every  Stu  down  in  U-ville,  so  coolly  uncaring, 
Had  picked  up  their  schedules,  and  were  busily 
tearing! 


He  HADN’T  stopped  Christmas  from  coming!  IT 
CAME! 

Somehow  or  other,  it  came  just  the  same! 

And  the  U,  with  his  U feet  ice  cold  in  the  snow, 
Stood  puzzling  and  puzzling,  “How  could  it  be  so? 
“I  ruined  their  presents!  I shortened  their  time! 

“I  thought  I’d  constructed  the  ultimate  crime!” 
And  he  puzzled  three  hours,  till  his  puzzler  was 
sore. 

He  was  unaccustomed  to  thinking  for  so  long 
before. 

“Maybe  Christmas,”  he  thought,  “Doesn’t  come 
from  a store!” 

“Maybe  Christmas,  perhaps,  means  a little  bit 
more!” 

“Naaah.”  He  deduced  this  in  a tone  most  em- 
phatic. 

“I  still  can’t  abide  this  emotional  static.” 

And  what  happened  then?  Well,  in  U-ville  they 
say 

That  his  miniscule  heart  shrunk  three  sizes  that 
day. 

And  the  minute  his  heart  almost  popped  out  of 
sight, 

He  posted  their  marks  in  the  bright  morning  light. 
Still  attempting  to  make  this  a day  they  would  rue 
He,  HE  HIMSELF,  The  U,  just  expelled  every  Stu. 
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HEY, 

SKULEMEN! 

Cool  your  jets  and  head  for 


STILL  Q Draught 
DISCO  (Lower 

Lounge) 


Fuel  up  with  the  famous 
Fabulous  Food  Coupon! 


DJk 

Beef  Buffet 
Bonanza 
only  199 


HYDRO  PLACE 

700  University  Ave. 

595-0700 


Present  this  coupon  with  $1 .99  for  a complete  roast  beef  dinner  including 
boulangere  potatoes,  salad,  and  DJ's  homemade  bread  and  butter.  This 
coupon  is  valid  after  5 PM  for  dinner  Monday  through  Saturday  only  until 
December  31 , 1978.  Licensed  under  LLBO. 


BEER 

Do  you  like  beer?  Do  you  like  free 
beer?  If  so  then  cum  out  and  tryout  for 
the  all  new  1978-79  Engineering  Boat 
Race  Team.  Your  faculty  needs  you. 

This  is  the  way  to  quick  glory  as  the 
competition  is  negligible:  Queen’s, 
Waterloo,  Western,  and  McMaster 
(please  stop  laughing). 

There  are  two  events.  One  on  Jan. 
10  at  Waterloo  and  then  a great 
Homecumming  here  at  good  old  U(t) 
on  Jan.  17.  We  might  even  have  a 
parade. 

If  you’re  still  interested,  we  need 
two  teams.  One  all  Flrosh  and  one 
open  team  (anyone  can  enter).  Rules 
can  be  found  in  your  Flrosh  Han- 
dbook. 

Try-out  dates  have  not  been  set  yet, 
but  if  you’re  interested  you  can  sign 
the  list  posted  in  the  Engineering 
Stores. 

In  the  meantime,  get  in  training. 
That  means  discipline.  Start  at  a six 
pack  a night  and  work  yourself  up  to  a 
two-four  in  an  hour  (remember  you 
lose  points  if  you  go  to  the  can).  So, 
c’mon  and  try  out.  Do  your  bit  for 
Physical  Fitness. 


Bored  of 
the  Rings 


a film  by  Ralph  Bakshi 

A must-see  movie  for  all  true 
Tolkien  lovers.  At  last  the  visions  of 
the  true  Middle  Earth  comes  to  life 
before  your  eyes,  in  a dramatic  mix- 
ture of  real  and  animated  drama  that 
takes  the  major  adventures  of  the  first 
book  and  a half  of  the  trilogy  and  sets 
it  to  bloody  realistic  life.  A warning  — 
if  you  have  been  so  unfortunate  is  your 
measly  life  i.e.  an  artsman,  to  not  have 
read  the  trilogy  — FORGET  IT.  The 
three  and  four  syllable  words  are  over 
your  head  as  are  the  intricate  plots 
that  are  never  quite  explained  fully;  so 
unless  you  are  quite  familiar  with 
Tolkein’s  work,  think  twice  about  it. 
Also  a bit  gory  for  a family  cartoon.  In 
summary  a definite  go-see  movie  for 
all  Tolkien  lovers- 
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ESCAPE! 

from  U of  T 


My  name  is  Zeb.  If  it  weren’t  for  the  true  story  I’m  about 
to  tell  you,  you’d  probably  think  I was  just  an  ordinary  guy. 
Now,  almost  six  months  later,  I can  tell  you  of  the  four 
years  that  I was  captive  on  an  alien  world. 

It  all  started  when  I was  in  High  School  back  in  Orillia.  I 
came  home  after  classes  one  day  in  the  spring  of  Grade  13. 
I decided  to  listen  to  some  music.  The  pop  scene  was 
beginning  to  bore  me  so  I decided  to  listen  to  something 
older,  maybe  classical.  I put  on  Pink  Floyd  ‘Echos’  and 
mixed  myself  a stiff  one:  two  parts  Acid,  one  part 
Mescaline,  a dash  of  alkaloids,  poured  over  crystal  THC, 
with  a peyote  garnish.  I sat  back  with  the  cocktail  and  lit  up 
a bomber.  The  400  dB  pouring  out  of  the  speakers  soothed 
me  and  soon  the  euphoric  waves  of  comatose  blackout 
washed  over  me,  as  evry  acetyl  choline  receptor  in  my 
brain  screamed  in  overload  and  became  permanently 
refactory. 

It  was  at  this  point  that  they  took  me,  while  I was 
helpless.  They  must  have  put  me  into  suspended  animation, 
which  I was  close  to  already,  as  I remember  nothing  of  my 
capture  or  transport.  When  I revived  I was  there. 

I looked  around  me.  I was  on  a class  M planet.  There 
were  open  spaces  with  vegetation,  and  buildings  of  every 
shape  and  description,  some  recognizable,  some  horribly 
distorted  and  misshapen.  Around  me  surged  a steady 
stream  of  the  humanoid  inhabitants  of  the  place.  Most  had 
a stupefied  look  akin  to  that  of  a decortacoid  cat.  A few 
obviously  those  in  authority,  moved  through  the  midless 
crowd  with  contemptuous  smiles.  Two  of  them  moved 
towards  me. 

“Do  this  problem  set,”  one  said  handing  me  ten  pages  of 
material,  “And  hand  it  back  in  an  hour.” 

“Yes,”  the  other  laughed.  He  nudged  his  companion, 
“And  also,  I want  a 40,000  word  paper  disproving  relativity 
for  tomorrow.” 

They  both  laughed  uproariously  and  slapped  each  other 
on  the  back.  I wasn’t  sure  what  to  do  so  I started  to  laugh 
too  and  clapped  them  both  heartily  on  the  back. 

“Insolence!  Guards,  guards!!”  they  cried. 

Immediately  two  hulking  neanderthal-like  forms  in  blue 
uniforms  grabbed  me  by  the  arms.  On  their  sleeves  I could 
read  the  word  ‘UofT’,  and  on  their  foreheads  I saw  the  scars 
which  had  left  them  with  little  other  than  a brain  stem. 

“Mice,  take  this  one  downstairs  in  Med  Sci.”  said  the 
shorter  of  the  two,”  and  tell  them  to  make  it  slow.” 

“Wait,”  I cried  in  terror,  as  I was  dragged  off,  “ what’s 
going  on?  Is  this  a Bust?  I mean  wow.  Must  be  bad  Acid. 

One  of  the  ‘Profs’,  as  I later  learned  they  were  called, 
told  the  guards  to  bring  me  back.  He  brought  his  face  close 
to  mine. 

“What  is  your  number,  scum?”  he  asked. 

“Number?” 

“ATL”  he  exclaimed,  his  putrid  breath  searing  my 
nostrils. 

“A,  T...  huh?”  I was  mystified. 

“F!rosh”  said  my  interrogator,  turning  to  his  companion. 
“He  must  be.  Notice  the  pubescent  facial  hair  and  the 


crater  face.  Guards,  take  him  to  registration. 

They  grunted  in  compliance  and  I was  taken  to  a place 
where  I was  subjected  to  mental  and  physcial  abuse.  I was 
made  to  stand  in  line  for  hours  on  end  and  to  carry  pieces  of 
paper  from  one  place  to  another  and  sign  forms  till  I was 
nearly  crippled.  In  the  process  I became  ‘741295197’  as  I 
was  to  be  known  for  the  next  four  years. 

I was  also  able  to  learn  something  about  the  planet  I was 
on.  I was  call  UofT,  a slave  world  where  the  natives  or 
‘profs’  kidnapped  other  beings  to  serve  and  amuse  them,  of 
whom  I was  now  one.  I was  also  warned  of  the 
consequences  of  disobedience,  the  horror  of  Med  Sci,  the 
terror  of  the  New  College  Cafeteria,  and  the  unspeakable 
annex  french  fries. 

As  you  can  see  the  regime  maintained  its  reign  of  terror 
mostly  by  dietary  means.  It  was  food  they  used  to  break  the 
wills  of  the  subservient  classes.  And  indeed  there  were 
several  different  classes  of  slaves.  There  were  the  lowest  of 
the  low,  those  who  had  been  either  naturally  or  artificially 
lobotomized,  the  Jocks.  Above  them  came  the  Artsies, 
captives  of  the  planet  Gaie,  and  shunned  by  all  others. 
There  was  a middle  range  of  Pharmacists,  Meds,  and 
Dents,  and  others.  At  the  upper  end  came  the  mighty  and 
venerable  men  of  Skule,  leaders  of  the  ‘Undergrads’  as  we 
were  collectively  known.  Then  at  the  very  top  came  a very 
small  but  highly  priveleged  group  known  Bio  Chems. 

Because  of  my  previous  experience  with  complex  organic 
chemicals  and  their  experimental  application  in 
neurophysiology  I was  selected  to  join  this  exalted  group, 
the  Bio  Chems.  We  were  allowed  special  food  which 
prevented  neural  atrophy.  Although  our  tasks  were 
difficult  we  had  access  to  equipment  and  materials  which 
could,  when  not  under  the  watchful  eyes  of  the  ‘profs’,  be 
turned  into  psycho  active  substances  which  fetched  good 
prices  on  the  black  market. 

It  was  thus  that  I accumulated  a small  fortune  with  which 
I had  resolved  to  buy  my  freedom.  For  years  I searched  for 
a means  of  escape,  but  the  ways  of  the  ‘profs’  were 
mysterious  and  little  understood.  At  last,  however,  my 
inquiries  and  bribes  bore  fruit.  I learned  of  the  ritual  of  the 
‘Black  Gown’.  I had  heard  stories  of  this  at  night  after  we 
had  been  locked  up.  I had  always  regarded  these  tales  told 
by  the  older  slaves  as  fables  and  myths,  but  finally  I got 
proof. 

It  happened  one  day  as  I sat  outside  eating  the  rations 
which  my  priveleged  rank  allowed  me.  As  I sat,  one  of  the 
truly  unfortunate  ones  sat  beside  me.  His  eyes  were  sunk 
into  his  skull-like  head,  his  body  was  pale  and  emaciated, 
and  he  was  dressed  in  rags.  I knew  at  once  he  was  a phd, 
one  of  the  personal  slaves  of  the  ‘profs’.  I shuddered  in  pity 
and  revulsion.  He  gazed  at  my  lunch  and  drooled,  then  he 
looked  up  at  me  and  whispered  in  a conspiratorial  tone. 

“Are  you  the  Bio  Chem  741295197,  the  one  they  call 
Zeb?” 

I nodded. 

...  cont’d  next  page 
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“I  understand”  he  said,  “you’re  interested  in  the  ‘Black 
Gown’. 

I started  to  dismiss  him. 

“Wait”  he  hissed,  “I  know  the  truth.  You’ve  heard  all  the 
fables  and  exagerations.  How  would  you  like  the  truth?” 

A light  seemed  to  glimmer  in  his  vacuous  eyes  and  I 
told  him  to  continue 

"First  swear  you’ll  leave  me  your  ration  card.  I can’t  take 
anymore  of  that  Saga  crud.” 

“If  I make  it”  I said,  “I’ll  leave  you  that  and  all  my  DJ’s 
coupons  to  boot.” 

“Alright”  he  said,  “The  ‘Black  Gown’  is  your  only  way 
out.  They  hold  it  in  awe.”  he  said  pointing  to  a passing 
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‘prof.  “Once  a year,  in  the  spring,  they  celebrate  what  must 
be  a religious  rite,  though  they  say  nothing  of  it  to  me.  They 
gather  in  secret  and  if  you  can  present  yourself  to  them  in 
the  ‘Black  Gown’  they  will  give  you  a ‘Dip  Low  Mah’.  This 
is  your  only  means  of  escape.  But  you  must  get  the  ‘Black 
Gown’  and  they  are  heavily  guarded  in  the  basement  of  UC. 
If  you  go  when...” 

He  glanced  up  and  saw  his  ‘prof  coming.  He  rose 
obediently  to  follow.  He  looked  back  quickly,  “I  know,  I 
had  my  chance  once,  but  I was  chosen  Ph.D.Go  quickly 
before  it  happens  to  you.” 

And  so  my  plans  of  escape  began  to  take  shape. . . 

(To  be  continued  in  the  next  Amazing  Scientoike) 


ATTENTION 

ENGINEERS! 


Are  you  interested  in  a challenging  career  involving  engineerings 
Sand  marketing?  We  are  looking  for  a highly  motivated  person  with  a = 
S bachelor  of  science  or  masters  degree  in  engineering.  E 


i The  first  18  months  would  be  spent  in  our  head  office  with  our  application  engineering  and  marketing  Z 
■departments.  During  this  period  you  would  get  exposure  to  all  facets  of  our  business  with  particular  Z 
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The  Adventures  of 


Tom 


by  MICHAEL  D.  LARCH,  II 

Episode  67  Tom  Swift  and  the  Prophylactic  Orgasmatron 

(When  we  last  left  Tom  Swift,  he  was  in  the  middle  of  a 
discussion  with  his  father  concerning  the  facts  of  life 
(Episode  66:  Tom  Swift  and  the  Bestial  Copulation)  and  was 
quickly  thinking  of  a way  to  avoid  being  spanked  by  the 
Electromagnetic  Swattotron  (Episode  18).  Tom  was 
speaking  to  his  father.) 

“Gee,  Dad,  I really  can’t  see  why  all  this  is  my  fault.” 
“Well,  Son,”  his  father  replied,  “When  I was  a boy  we 
never  had  any  trouble  telling  the  difference  between  pet- 
ting and  pets.  Why,  I remember,  back  in  the  class  of  8T1 
»> 

“Yes,  I’ve  heard  that  one,  Pop”  Tom  interrupted.  “But 
that  was  back  in  the  Dull  Ages,  when  your  social  freedom 
was  curtailed.  Why,  even  you  admit  that  age  limits  and  cen- 
worship  are  a thing  of  the  past.” 

“True,  Son,  but  I wasn’t  one  of  the  Social  Advocators 
who  pushed  for  the  reform.  I’m  still  not  sure  that  this  new 
system  is  the  right  thing.  Look  — it  produced  wimps  like 
you!”  Tom’s  father  began  to  sob.  “Maybe  ...  maybe  I 
should  have  joined  the  Deviate  Society,  and  taught  you 
myself.  Yes!  That’s  it!  I can  still  teach  you  myself!” 
“Oh,  Father!”  Tom  whined. 

“Up  to  your  room,  Son,”  Tom’s  father  commanded.  “I 
shall  have  to  look  up  the  necessary  documentation,  and 
procure  the  necessary  instruments  of  learning.  Then,  and 
only  then,  will  I be  able  to  teach  you  once  and  for  all  what 
is  really  right.”  Tom  was  absolutely  bewildered,  but  he 
complied  with  his  father’s  orders  and  went  to  his  room. 

A few  days  later  Tom’s  father  returned.  Tom  came  down 
from  his  room,  looking  rather  pale.  His  father  winced  when 
he  realized  that  Tom  had  remained  in  his  room  during  the 
three  days;  nevertheless,  he  swallowed  his  disgust  for  his 
son  and  was  determined  to  be  his  teacher. 

“Tom,”  his  father  said,  “this  machine  is  a small  version  of 
one  developed  by  Aldous  Huxley  in  the  mid-twentieth  cen- 
tury.” 

“The  Golden  Age  of  Discovery  !”  Tom  breathed.  “I 
thought  such  contraptions  were  strictly  prohibited!” 

“They  are,  Tom,”  his  father  stated,  “but  a rich  man  like 
myself  has  no  reason  to  worry  about  such  governmental 
trivialities.  I went  to  great  lengths  to  have  this  machine 
redeveloped.  Tom,  I did  it  for  you.” 

“Oh,  Father!”  Tom  cried. 

“Oh,  shut  up!”  his  father  returned.  “All  I want  you  to  do 
is  sit  on  this  seat  here,  and  hold  on  to  those  knobs.  Then, 
when  you’re  secure,  I’ll  project  a show  onto  the  screen, 
over  there.”  He  indicated  as  he  spoke  with  a wave  of  his 
hand. 

Tom,  being  a reasonably  intelligent  lad,  complied  with 
his  father’s  request.  As  he  sat  in  the  chair,  he  noted  with  in- 
terest that  the  chair’s  contours  self-adapted  to  fit  perfectly 
against  his  body.  The  knobs  which  he  had  been  instructed 
to  hold  on  to  were  not  really  knobs  at  all,  but  fit  gently  and 


Swift 


naturally  into  his  hand.  When  he  held  the  knobs,  a strange 
sensation  of  being  externally  controlled  came  over  his 
body.  He  asked  his  father  what  the  machine  was. 

“Well,  Tom,”  his  father  answered,  “Huxley  developed  it 
for  use  in  the  entertainment  industry.  In  those  days,  people 
were  forced  to  go  to  theatres  to  see  recorded  performan- 
ces, and  were  able  to  enjoy  them  only  through  the  oral  and 
visual  senses.” 

“Does  that  mean,”  asked  Tom,  “that  they  were  not  able 
to  enjoy  mass  and  collective  thought,  and  so  were  unable  to 
experience  past  and  present  events  at  will?” 

“Yes,  Tom,”  returned  his  father.  “But  Huxley  changed 
all  that:  the  development  of  this  machine  changed  the 
‘movies’  (for  ‘moving  pictures’)  to  ‘feelies’  (since  the 
audience  could  sense  all  the  action  through  all  their  sen- 
ses). At  this  point  people  were  one  step  away  from  where 
we  are  now;  however,  I can  use  this  machine’s  technique  to 
force  knowledge  and  experiences  into  you,  whereas  all  the 
rest  of  today’s  methods  are  unable  to  do  that.” 

“Rightly  so  !”  protested  Tom,  as  he  struggled  in  the  chair. 
“ ’The  freedom  of  the  individual’  ”,  he  quoted,  “ ‘is  more 
desirable  than  the  subordination  of  the  whole.’  How  is  one 
to  be  responsible  for  one’s  actions,  when  one  is  under 
another’s  control?” 

“Well,  Tom,  that’s  the  classic  paradox.  Here,  eat  a few  of 
these  and  you’ll  be  able  to  relax.”  He  handed  Tom  a bottle 
of  little  white  pills,  which  resembled  Soma  both  in  visual 
and  taste  perceptions.  Tom  took  two,  realized  that  they 
weren’t  Soma,  and  was  soon  in  an  hypnotic  trance.  “Tom, 
you  are  able  to  hear  me.  You  are  in  my  control.  When  you 
awake  you  will  be  aware  of  what  has  happened  and  you  will 
accept  it.”  He  droned  on.  “This  first  film  will  show  you 
which  perversions  you  should  avoid...” 

A few  hours  later  Tom  snapped  back  to  self- 
consciousness.  Feeling  utterly  drained,  he  noticed  that  he 
was  now  tying  on  a couch,  clad  in  his  orange  playsuit 
(which  he  hadn’t  been  wearing  before).  His  father  was  still 
mopping  up  the  floor,  having  finished  the  ceiling- 

"Where  am  I?”  Tom  managed  to  croak,  thinking  of  ms 
exhausted  organ. 

“Oh,  so  you’ve  recovered,”  his  father  returned.  Walking 
over  behind  the  machinery,  he  produced  a bottle  or  orange 
pills.  He  offered  them  to  Tom. 

“Oh,  no!”  said  Tom.  “You  don’t  really  believe  I’d  fall  for 
that  trick  twice  in  a row,  do  you?  I’m  not  ready  to  go  under 
agian,  and  I won’t  take  a single  one.’ 

“Tom!”  cried  his  father.  “I  wouldn’t  press  anything  on 
you  that  you  didn’t  really  want.  These  pills  are  to  make  you 
feel  more  alive.  Trust  me.  I promise  that  they  won’t  put  you 
under.”  Silly,  trusting  fool  that  he  was,  Tom  obediently 
swallowed  a handful  of  the  pills.  Staring  groggily  at  the  bot- 
tle, he  thought  that  he  had  noticed  some  reference  to  an  in- 
sect from  Spain,  but  he  dismissed  the  thought. 

Suddenly,  Tom  stiffened;  then  he  sat  up.  A burning 
desire  to  be  with  Sally,  the  girl  next  door,  overcame  his 
body.  Before  his  father  had  noticed,  he  bounced  up  and 
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was  out  the  door,  calling  over  his  shoulder,  “Bye,  Dad!” 

Tom’s  father  smiled  to  himself.  “After  all  these  years  of 
effort”,  he  thought,  “and  the  answer  was  so  simple!” 
Wearily,  he  decided  to  go  to  bed  early,  resolving  that  Tom 
would  finally,  for  the  first  time,  be  able  to  take  care  of  him- 
self. 

As  he  was  just  climbing  into  bed  he  heard  Tom  returning 
with  Sally  in  tow.  “C’mon,  Sal,”  he  heard  Tom  say,  “just 
wait  ’til  you  see  this  new  machine  my  father  got  me.  Why,  I 


might  even  let  you  ride  it!”  Sally  squealed  delightedly. 

His  father  turned  out  the  light,  and  happily  fell  asleep. 
Tom  had  finally  grown  up. 

(Next  Issue:  Again  we’ll  catch  up  with  Tom  Swiit,  when  we 
find  that  his  father’s  happiness  is  short-lived  (Episode  68: 
Tom  Swift  and  the  Spontaneous  Matrimony)  and  then  per- 
manent (Tom  Swift  and  the  Jovian  Honeymoon).  Until  then 
...) 


Isn’t  it  the  best  beer  you’ve  ever  tasted? 
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The  Wizard  of  Obs 


Part  3 

A Sci-Fi  Story  by  Dopo 

When  we  last  heard  of  Dorothy,  she 
and  her  unstable  friends  were  finally 
standing  in  the  awesome,  awe- 
inspiring, overpowering  and  at  times 
nauseating  and  eye-watering  presence 
of  the  omnipotent  and  incontinent 
Obs.  After  some  fifteen  minutes,  the 
Wizard’s  anal  symphony  drew  to  a 
close.  Stillness  filled  the  throne  room 
once  again. 

“Are  you  finished  yet?”  Dorothy 
asked,  covering  her  mouth  as  the 
stench  of  burnt  hemorrhoids 
permeated  the  air. 

“NO,  DAMMIT!!”  the  Wizard 
shrieked,  sending  a rumble  through 
the r door.  The  five  intrepid 
adventurers  looked  at  one  another, 
choking  for  air. 

“Why  not?”  the  scarecrow  asked. 


“Because  we  haven’t  got  a bloody 
square  of  toilet  paper  left  in  this  god 
forsaken  kingdom.  The  stinking  narc 
of  the  East  made  a bust  on  the  palace 
last  month  and  grabbed  every  roll  of 
toilet  paper  we  had.  He  said  he  didn’t 
want  us  rolling  any  home-grown  shit  in 
it!  Can  you  believe  it?  And  do  you 
know  the  agony  of  wiping  your  ass 
with  a fistful  of  emeralds?  When  you 
have  hemorrhoids?  You  can  lose  your 
mind,”  the  Wizard  explained,  still 
shouting  through  the  bathroom  door. 

“Well  here,  try  this,”  the  tinman 
offered,  gutting  the  scarecrow  with  his 
double  ended  hatchet  and  ripping  out 
the  straw. 

“Thanks,  buddy,”  the  Wiz  said, 
having  a go  with  the  straw. 

“Ouch,  shit!  This  garbage  isn’t  any 
better  than  the  emeralds.  Look,  I told 
you  that  you  had  a task  to  complete. 
So  get  off  your  asses  and  go  get  that 
damn  toilet  paper  from  the  narc 


before  I go  insane!”  he  roared. 

“We’re  on  our  way!”  Dorothy 
effused,  clouting  Dopo  over  the  head. 

“And  pick  up  a six-pack  of 
Preparation  H while  you’re  out  there.  I 
can’t  even  cough  without  filling  my 
underwear  with  blood,”  he  said. 

“Air  raid!”  the  lion  screamed,  diving 
head  first  into  a nearby  urinal, 
struggling  madly  to  squeeze  through 
the  procelain  mesh.  The  tinman 
wrenched  him  out  before  he 
disappeared  down  the  drain. 

Finally  setting  off  for  the  narc,  the 
five  stalwarts  were  totally  unaware 
that  their  every  move  was  being 
watched  by  the  narc  on  his  CB  radio. 

“Aha!  It’s  those  murderous  bastards 
that  did  my  brother  in,”  the  wicked 
narc  postulated  angrily.  Below  him,  in 
front  of  his  castle,  Dorothy  and  her 
friends  walked  by  without  a care. 
Suddenly,  from  the  twelfth  floor  of  the 
castle,  a flock  of  monkeys  plummetted 


MIDTERMS  & EXAMS 
GOT  YOU  DOWN? 


Well,  this  oughta  pick  you  up: 


25 


C draught 

in  the  Smoke  Room 


HYDRO 

PLACE 


BJ’s 

Beef  Buffet 
Bonanza 
only  1.99 


HYDRO  PLACE 

700  University  Ave. 

5950700 


Present  this  coupon  with  $1.99  for  a complete  roast  beef  dinner  including 
boulangere  potatoes,  salad,  and  DJ's  homemade  bread  and  butter.  This 
coupon  is  valid  after  5 PM  for  dinner  Monday  through  Saturday  only  until 
December  31 , 1978.  Licensed  under  LLBO. 


Amazing  Scientoike 


page  16 


earthward  towards  them.  Missing  by 
several  yards,  they  dashed  against  the 
ground,  scattering  limbs  in  all 
directions. 

“Fly,  goddamn  you!”  came  the  cry 
from  the  tower.  More  monkeys 
smashed  against  the  ground  as  the 
heap  reached  past  the  first  storey. 

“Fly,  I said!  Christ,  I trained  you 
arseholes  for  six  weeks!”  the  narc 
screamed.  Dopo  stood  transfixed  by 
the  terror  stricken  monkeys  as  they 
rocketed  to  their  deaths.  Suddenly,  he 
was  flattened  by  a simian  cadaver. 

“See,  Dopo?  I always  knew  you’d 
end  up  with  a monkey  on  your  back,” 
Dorothy  told  him,  pleased  with  her 
pun. 

“This  must  be  the  place,”  the 
scarecrow  deduced,  suddenly  fatigued 
by  the  monumental  effort.  He  fell 
backwards  in  a faint,  catching  the 
attention  of  the  castle  guards.  After 
voting,  the  guards  decided  that  they 
probably  should  investigate.  They  ran 
over  and  encircled  the  five  invaders, 
suddenly  surrounding  the  tinman  with 
over  three  people.  The  chain  saw 
sparked  to  life.  The  sickening  rasp  of 
steel  ripping  into  bone  filled  the  air  as 
guard  after  guard  was  reduced  to  his 
constituent  amino  acids. 

“Well,”  said  the  tinman,  wiping 
blood  from  his  metallic  brow,  “And  I 
thought  this  was  going  to  be  such  a 
dull  afternoon.”  The  scarecrow  stared 
at  the  smoking  McCulloch  the  tinman 
cradled  in  his  arms. 

“I  hate  to  let  the  engine  cool  down 
too  often,”  he  explained,  “It’s  murder 
on  the  main  bearing.” 

“My  grandmother  was  an  atomic 
gerbil  crusher!”  the  lion  screamed, 
pushing  his  head  into  the  ground. 

“Just  ignore  him.  He’s  off  his  nut,” 
the  tinman  said,  re-holstering  his  chain 
saw.  Then,  the  three  of  them  decided 
it  would  be  easiest  to  enter  the  castle 
in  disguise.  Wringing  the  blood  out  of 
the  tattered  guard  uniforms,  they 
managed  to  salvage  one  complete 
outfit. 

All  three  climbed  in,  pushing  Dopo 
out  the  top  and  putting  the  Cap  on  his 
head.  Acting  perfectly  normal,  the 
six-legged,  three-armed,  dog-headed 
guard  entered  the  castle,  only 
occassionally  puffing  huge  blue  clouds 
of  burnt  engine  oil. 

The  other  palace  guards  nodded  in 
recognition  at  their  comrade,  not 
aware  of  the  subtle  changes  in  his 
character.  Suddenly  the  captain  of  the 
guards  came  over. 

“Attention!  In  line  for  inspection!” 
he  bellowed.  The  narc  entered  the 
room,  intent  on  inspecting  the  guards 
as  he  had  watched  Dorothy  and  the 


others  don  their  disguise. 

Walking  down  the  row,  he  eyed 
each  guard  carefully  and 
suspiciously.  Finally  he  came  upon  the 
hexapedal  grotesquerie,  giggling 
girlishing  and  chugging  back  sooty 
clouds.  Being  a shrewd  observer,  the 
narc  stared  Dopo  right  in  the  face. 

“You’re  new  here,  aren’t  you?”  the 
narc  asked  slyly. 

“Urf,”  Dopo  sputtered 

“Hmmm,”  the  narc  deduced,  staring 
vacantly  for  a full  twenty  minutaes 
before  continuing. 

“Polish  that  button,  soldier!”  he 
ordered,  before  moving  on  to  the  next 
guard.  Dopo  suddenly  fell  off  his 
perch,  much  to  Dorothy’s  relief. 

“Brak,”  he  choked,  as  he  flapped 
around  the  ground  like  wounded  tuna. 


“Hey!”  the  narc  surmised,  exhibiting 
an  unprecedented  amount  of  brain 
activity.  “Are  you  an  impostor?”  he 
wondered  aloud. 

That’s  it!  I need  more  room!”  the 
tinman  screamed  from  under  the 
uniform.  The  narc  wheeled  around  in 
surprise. 

The  costume  suddenly  vapourized 
in  a puff  of  smoke  as  the  ringing 
metallic  snarl  of  the  chain  saw 
annunced  the  tinman’s  arrival.  Blood, 
straw  and  fur  coated  the  four  walls  as 
he  opened  up  room  around  him. 

“One  more  step  and  I kill  the  Dog!” 
the  narc  said,  eyes  wide  with  terror. 

“It’s  a deal!”  the  tinman  said, 
hacking  the  narc’s  arms  off.  He  was 
ready  to  filet  him  on  the  spot  when  the 
scarecrow  screamed  “It’s  here!  The 
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paper’s  here!”  So  the  tinman  fileted 
the  scarecrow  instead. 

“I’m  sorry;  it’s  a bad  habit,”  he 
apologised.  The  other  found  a 
wheelbarrow  in  the  yard  and  loaded  it 
with  the  booty.  Singing  merrily,  they 
made  their  way  back  to  the  Wizard 
with  the  toilet  paper. 

“We’ve  got  it  Wiz!”  Dorothy  yelled, 
catching  sight  of  the  Wizard  outside  of 
his  bathroom  for  the  first  time.  She  ran 
up  and  kissed  his  hand. 

“You  needn’t  have  bothered,”  he 
said,  “I  used  my  fingers  instead.” 
Dorothy  suddenly  retched  up 
diarrhea.  The  others  applauded. 

“Oh  yeah?  Well  I came  here  for  one 
reason  only,  shit-for-brains,  and  that 
was  for  oil  for  my  saw.  And  I want  it. 
now. . . .yesterday,”,  the  Tinman 

demanded.  The  Wizard  fearfully 
complied  and  was  thanked  with  the 
butt  end  of  the  hatchet.  Shaking  his 
head  groggily,  the  Wizard  spoke  to  the 
others. 

“Look,  I know  you  want  a whole 
host  of  things  from  me,  but...”  He  was 
interrupted  by  the  tinman. 

“Forget  it,  mac.  I’ll  core  the  lion, 
mulch  the  scarecrow  and  eviscerate 
the  dog  if  you  can’t  manage  any  gifts, 
but  I think  you  should  do  something 
for  Dorothy,  seeing  as  you’re  a Wizard 


of  Obs,”  he  explained. 

“Well,  I don’t  think...”  The  Wizard 
suddenly  changed  his  mind,  giving  in 
to  the  7,000  RPM  urging  of  the 
tinman. 

“Come  over  here,  Dorothy,”  he 
said.  Then,  in  total  disregard  of  the 
laws  of  anatomy,  the  Wizard  reached 
into  her  mouth  and  slicked  the  baby 
from  its  womb. 

Holding  the  baby  by  its  heels,  the 
Wizard  gave  it  a slap  on  its  haunches. 

“Urf,”  the  little  darling  gurgled. 

“Oh  look,”  the  lion  siad,  “It’s  got 
Dopo’s  muzzle!”  Dopo  smiled 
sheepishly  and  handed  out  culture 
plates  of  bacteria. 

“White  Owl!”  the  lion  screamed, 
setting  fire  to  his  forehead. 

“He’s  so  cute?”  Dorothy  wondered. 
All  the  others  crowded  around  her  to 
ogle  the  infant;  even  the  munchies 
stopped  pulverizing  the  other  narc  for 
an  instant  to  come  have  a look.  After 
some  minutes,  Dorothy  almost  figured 
something  out. 

“I’ve  got  to  get  home,”  she  said, 
“Back  to  Kansas  and  Auntie  Grav,  and 
parts  of  Uncle  Smegma,  and  the 
others,  too.” 

“Lucky  for  you,  I’m  not  only  a knife 
sharpener,  veterinarian  obstetrician 
neurosurgeon,  undersea  welder  and 


short  order  cook,  but  I’m  also  fairly 
handy  with  Trans-dimensional 
teleporters,”  the  Wizard  said. 

The  others  stared  in  bewilderment. 

“Time  travel,  as  we  say  in  the  Phys 
Biz,”  the  Wizard  explained.  Taking 
Dorothy  and  her  husband  Dopo  to  the 
chamber,  he  exchanged  goodbyes  and 
some  last  minute  advice  about  baby 
care. 

“Gravy  train  for  supper,  and  let  him 
get  plenty  of  exercise  chasing  cats.  Be 
sure  he  gets  distemper  shots  once  a 
year.  And  keep  him  away  from  Dopo’s 
Alpo  plus,”  the  Wizard  cautioned. 
Shutting  the  Door  on  them,  the 
newlyweds  waved  goodbye  just  as  the 
vey  space  around  them  exploded  into 
a dizzying  amalgam  of  colour.  After 
sever^J  disorienting  moments,  they 
both  suddenly  appeared  in  Kansas, 
fifteen  feet  about  the  pig  sty. 
Splattering  into  the  muck,  they  were 
greeted  in  the  pig’s  own  inimitable 
style.  Clubbing  half  of  them  senseless, 
Dorothy  and  Dopo  climbed  out  of  the 
sty  and  ran  to  the  house.  Brushing 
themselves  off,  they  swung  open  the 
door  and  saw  their  Aunty  Grav. 

“We’re  HOME!”  Dorothy 
screamed,  bursting  with  joy. 

“Fuck,”  said  Auntie  Grav. 

The  end. 


Stranger  Than  Lies 


(well,  almost  fact;  I mean,  the  real 
stuffs  pretty  dull  if  you  know  what  I 
mean) 


SCIENCE  FACT 


by  I.  (sic)  Amisov 
Did  you  know  that: 

— The  earth  is  made  entirely  of 
reconstituted  parrot  meat.  Of  course, 
there  has  been  a great  deal  of 
reconstitution. 

*** 

— A two-day-old  gazelle  can  outrun  a 
full-grown  horse.  The  offspring  is 
known  as  a gazorse. 

*** 

— Even  under  the  microscope,  when 
examining  the  common  flea,  it  is 
impossible  for  the  human  eye  to  tell  a 
male  from  a female.  Luckily  for  the 
fleas,  they  can  tell. 


— Glass,  though  hard  to  the  touch,  is 
actually  a liquid.  This  is  in  no  way 
related  to  the  expression  “Chug-a- 
jug”,  and  Health  and  Welfare  Canada 
advises  danger  to  health  increases  with 
amount  drunk — avoid  swallowing. 

*** 

— The  second  most  pungent  substance 
known  is  ethanethiol,  the  chemical 
which  gives  the  skunk  its  smell.  The 
most  pungent  substance  is  the 
unidentified  chemical  which  gives 
Queen’s  Park  subway  station  its 
unique  aroma. 

*** 

— Certain  parts  of  Swiss  Chalet 
chicken  is  edible. 


— Each  year  killer  bees  travel  two 
hundred  miles  north  and  threaten  the 
North  American  way  of  existence 
because  they  take  jobs  while  in  the 
country  on  student  visas. 

*** 

— In  her  lifetime,  one  termite  queen 
will  produce  over  500  million 
children — and  not  one  will  send  her  so 
much  as  a card  a Christmastime! 

*** 

— The  heaviest  organ  in  the  human 
body  is  the  liver,  weighing  1.59 
kilograms;  or,  in  the  old  British 
system,  three  pounds  ten  shillings  and 
ninepence. 
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THE  LAND  OF  THE  LOST 


To  the  lowly  Flrosh  the  name  Dr. 
John  brings  to  mind  only  the  U.C.  pub; 
to  others  however,  it  means  much 
more:  a helping  hand,  a sympathetic 
ear,  and  a vacuous  smile.  In  what  ap- 
pears to  be  an  increasingly  reactionary 
and  repressive  academic  environment, 
under  Pres.  Ham,  we  may  look  back 
with  longing  on  the  middle  years  of  the 
70’s. 

I interviewed  John  Evans  just  over 
two  months  ago,  a week  or  so  before 
the  Federal  by-elections.  He  was 
jovial  and  effervescent.  He  grinned 
maniacally,  and  the  gleam  in  his  eye 
held  just  a shade  of  megalomania.  I 
switched  my  recorder  on: 

Toike:  Dr.  Evans?  Sir?  I’m  from  the 

Toike  Oike.  I’d  like  to  ask 
you  a ... 

Evans:  You  may  approach  us.  Hey, 

where’s  my  subscription? 
Toike:  Cumming  your  Eminence  , 

soon.  I’m  sorry,  but  we  seem 
to  have  had  a small  problem 
with  your  cheque,  a bank 
error  we’re  sure,  but  perhaps 
if  you  could  send  us  another 
one  ...? 

Evans:  Hmmph,  maybe  when  I get 

to  Ottawa. 

Toike:  Y es,  we  heard  rumours  that 


you  are  slated  to  become  the 
new  Minister  Of  Finance.  So 
you  are  fairly  confident  of 
winning  are  you? 

Evans:  Does  the  Pope  eat  sauer- 

kraut? That  knee-high  son  of 
depraved  pygmy  hasn’t  got  a 
Polack’s  hope  in  hell.  I’ll 
send  him  a shortcake  in 
consolation. 

Toike:  And  what  would  be  some  of 

your  first  policies? 

Evans:  (The  gleam  in  his  eye  grew 

brighter)  First,  I’d  track 
down  Seymour  Kanowich, 
Gordon  Barnes,  Shirley 
French,  and  John  Tuzyk, 
then  I’m  going  to  take  them 
and . . . 

Toike:  What  about  Brian  Hill? 

Evans:  Forget  him,  he’s  half  dead 

already. 

The  rest  of  the  interview 
degenerated  into  incoherent  grunts 
and  babblings  not  worth  reproducing 
here.  Well  we  all  know  what  happened 
on  that  fateful  day  in  October.  Not 
much  has  been  heard  from  Dr.  John 
since  then.  He  was  said  to  be  pining 
away  in  Rosedale.  However,  while 
walking  down  Spadina  a few  days  ago, 
I happened  to  glance  down  a side 


alley.  Somehow  the  shabby  figure 
lurking  there  looked  familiar.  And 
wasn’t  that  Chanel  No.  5 (cable  6)  he 
was  drinking?  Suddenly  a voice  called 
out  to  me  that  dispelled  all  doubts. 
“Where  the  hell  is  my  subscription?”  I 
quickly  pulled  out  my  taperecorder 
and  turned  it  on. 

Toike:  Dr.  Evans,  is  that  you? 

Evans:  Well  it  ain’t  Luke  Dog- 

fucker.  (Here  he  lapsed  into 
an  impassioned  rendition  of 
“Short  People”) 

Toike:  God,  this  is  terrible,  how  can 

you  have  sunk  so  low? 

Evans:  Y ou  think  this  is  bad,  I’ve 

just  applied  to  Forestry! 

Hey,  you  want  a slug?  (offer- 
ing his  Chanel). 

Toike:  No  thanks.  (Pulling  out  my 

Aqua  Velva).  So  what  are 
your  plans  now? 

Evans:  Well,  I applied  to  be  a toilet 

attendant  in  Queen’s  Park 
bouncer  at  the  Scott  Mission, 
but  they  fell  through.  I think 
maybe  David  Smith  and  I 
can  get  something  together 
as  tag  team  wrestlers. 

Toike:  What  about  your  training  as 

an  M.D.?  Won’t  you  set  up  a 
practice? 

Evans:  No.  I’m  so  out  of  practice  I 

wouldn’t  even  know  how  to 
hold  a coat  hanger  any 
more. 

Toike:  Is  there  any  thing  that  we  as 

U of  T students  can  do  to 
help? 

Evans:  Well,  can  you  spare  any 

change?  It’s  my  kid’s 
birthday... 


HAVE  A GREAT 

NEW  YEAR’S  EVE 

AT  HART  HOUSE 

Dancing  from  10  PM  to  2 AM  with 

HARVEY  SILVER  and  the 
TRUMP  DAVIDSON  ORCHESTRA 
in  the  Great  Hall 

Bess  the  Pearly  Queen  featured  in  Cafe  Eats 

Lavish  hors  d’oeuvre  buffet  Novelties 

Two  Bars  Champagne 

Tickets  available  from  the  Hall  Porter,  Hart  House 
$30.00  per  couple 
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SF  TRIVIA  QUIZ 

Try  this  quiz  against  your  friends.  If  you  get  them  all  right, 
you  know  as  much  as  I do,  and  are  an  avid  fan  of  SF.  If  you 
get  most  of  them  right,  that’s  pretty  good,  too.  If  you  can 
only  answer  a few,  you’re  probably  one  of  those  silly 
artsmen  that  go  around  thinking  that  SF  isn’t  really 
literature.  Answers  can  be  found  on  page  31.  Try  not  to 
look  — you  might  surprize  yourself  and  answer  one  or  two 
on  your  own! 

1 Who  was  the  first  author  to  use  the  word  ‘robot’? 

2 What  was  the  name  of  the  story  in  which  the  word  was 
used? 

3 Who  first  used  the  term  ‘science  fiction’? 

4 Who  first  stated  the  Three  Laws  of  Robotics? 

5 What  are  the  Three  Laws  of  Robotics? 

6 Are  they  absolute? 

7 What  was  the  name  of  the  robot  in  an  episode  of  Star 
Trek  that  had  crossed  circuits  with  another  programmed 
machine  and  sought  to  destroy  all  the  things  which 
were  imperfect? 

8 Lazarus  Long  is  a character  in  some  of  Heinlein’s  tales. 
What  is  the  name  of  his  personal  computer  who 
selected  her  perfect  body  from  a cell  bank  and  trans- 
ferred her  ‘mind’  to  the  body  to  become  human? 

9 What  was  the  name  of  the  computer  in  200 1 ? 

10  What  is  significant  about  that  name? 

1 1 What  was  the  name  of  the  robot  in  Lost  In  Space? 

12  What  other  film  did  he  appear  in? 

13  What  was  his  name  in  the  other  film? 

14  About  how  long  ago  was  the  use  of  androids  prominent 
in  literature? 

15  There  are  no  computers  in  the  Dune  triology.  Why? 

16  What  people  take  the  place  of  computers  in  the  Dune 
trilogy? 

17  Jules  Verne  was  one  of  the  first  to  envisage  journeys  to 
the  moon.  How  was  his  spacecraft  propelled? 

18  Ultimately,  what  was  the  method  used  to  reach  the 
moon? 

19  How  many  control  levers  were  there  on  the  time 
machine  in  H.  G.  Wells’  famous  tale  of  the  same  name? 

20  The  War  of  the  Worlds  is  another  classic  by  H.  G. 

Wells.  Where  did  the  alien  invaders  come  from? 

21  How  did  the  aliens  attack? 

22  When  was  the  famous  Orson  Welles  radio  version  of 
this  tale  performed? 

23  What  was  the  most  impractical  and  unusual  method 
used  by  a moon  traveller  to  reach  his  destination? 

24  Who  wrote  the  tale  in  which  this  journey  was  described? 

25  What  was  the  name  of  the  earth-to-space  station  shuttle 
craft  used  in  2001? 

26  The  film  2001  was  nominated  for  many  Academy 
Awards  in  its  years  of  production.  Why  did  it  not  win 
the  Oscar  for  ‘Best  Costume  Design’? 

27  The  SF  television  series  which  included  Supercar  and 
Fireball  XL-5  was  immensely  popular  in  Great  Britain 
and  Canada  during  the  sixties.  What  was  unique  about 
these  shows? 

28  Name  all  the  shows  of  the  series. 

29  In  the  series  Thunderbirds,  the  plots  centered  around 
the  activities  of  one  organization.  What  was  it? 

30  Who  ran  that  organization? 

31  Who  were  the  principle  helpers? 

32  The  comic  strip  Buck  Rogers  was  famous  and  enter- 
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tained  young  SF  fans  for  many  years.  Who  wrote  it? 

33  What  was  the  very  first  SF  magazine? 

34  When  did  it  appear? 

35  Who  wrote  I,  Robot? 

36  In  A Clockwork  Orange,  what  single  feature  about 
Alex  parallels  him  with  the  modern-day  university 
student? 

37  The  British  series  Dr.  Who  is  currently  being  shown  in 
Canada,  while  still  being  produced  in  Britain.  When 
was  it  first  shown  there? 

38  The  American  comedy  series  My  Favorite  Martain 
lasted  for  a few  years.  The  co-star  of  the  show  has  since 
become  involved  in  a more  successful  pulp-style  televi- 
sion program,  as  its  principle  character.  Who  is  he? 

39  Who  was  the  central  religious  figure  in  Brave  New 
World? 

40  In  his  story  The  Martian  Chronicles,  Ray  Bradbury 
points  out  the  massive  amounts  of  litter  on  Mars  depo- 
sited by  the  people  from  earth.  What  was  the  most  pro- 
minent throw-away  item? 


A.  trick 
shot 


When  you’re  drinking 
tequila,  Sauza’s  the  shot 
that  counts.  That’s  why  more 
and  more  people  are  asking 
for  it  by  name. 

SAUZA 

[Number  One  in  Mexico. 
Number  One  in  Canada. 


BIONIC  TRIUMPH  EXCLUSIVE 


H.W.  BASCOMBE’S  STORY 


Last  week  in  the  U of  T Biomedical  Engineering  Laboratory, 
H.  W.  Bascombe,  a former  student  in  the  Faculty  of  Applied 
Science  and  Engineering  at  the  University  who  had  lost  his  right 
arm  in  an  accident  just  over  two  months  ago,  received  the 
world’s  first  bionic  arm.  Naturally,  H.W.  Bascombe  has  been 
badgered  constantly  by  the  pseudo-press,  but  he  consented  to 
give  the  staff  of  Toike  Oike  a chance  to  interview  him,  out  of 
allegiance  to  Skule  and  in  appreciation  of  what  the  faculty  had 
done  for  him.  The  following  is  an  account  of  that  interview. 


TOIKE  OIKE: 

I understand  that  the  arm  which 
you  now  possess  is  capable  of 
doing  whatever  you  wish. 

H.W.  BASCOMBE: 

That  is  correct. 

TOIKE  OIKE: 

How  is  it  possible  for  you  to 
communicate  your  thoughts  to 
to  the  arm? 

H.W.  BASCOMBE: 

I speak fo  it. 

TOIKE  OIKE: 

That’s  incredible! 


H.W.  BASCOMBE: 

Not  entirely  - you  see,  there  is  a 
microphone  sensor  located  in  my 
shoulder  which  listens  to  my 
vocal  commands,  which  must  be 
prefaced  with  the  vocative 
address,  ‘Arm’.  Within  the  arm 
is  a decoding  table  and  a 
miniature  microcomputer  (or 
maybe  a micro-mini,  I’m  not  sure 
of  the  term)  which  interprets  my 
commands  into  motions  of  the 
joint.  Let  me  demonstrate. 


(At  this  point,  H.W.  asked  for  a glass  of  water,  which  was 
provided  for  him.  He  turned  his  head  to  his  shoulder  and  said, 
“Arm,  pick  up  the  glass  of  water.”  As  if  magical,  the  arm 
reached  down  and  raised  up  the  glass.  “Arm,”  said  H.W.,  “give 
me  a drink.”  The  arm  brought  the  glass  up  to  his  lips,  tilted,  and 
allowed  him  to  drink.  “Arm,”  he  then  said,  “put  down  the 
glass.”  The  arm  complied,  and  then  went  to  his  side  to  wait.) 


TOIKE  OIKE  : 

That  is  truly  amazing.  How 
gentle,  and  how  strong  is  the 
range  of  the  grip? 

H.W.  BASCOMBE: 

The  grip  is  strong  enough  to 
reform  blocks  of  cast  iron.  It  is 
quick  enough  to  grab  an  insect  in 
flight,  and  gentle  enough  to  hold 
that  insect’s  wings  without 
crushing  them. 

TOIKE  OIKE: 

Astounding!  The  arm  sounds 
like  a perfect  charm,  yet  you 
mentioned  earlier  that  you  came 
close  to  losing  your  life  a second 
time  because  of  the  arm.  How 
could  that  possible  occur? 

H.W.  BASCOMBE: 

Well  this  occurred  to  me  the  day 
they  were  showing  me  how  to 
operate  the  arm.  After  hours  of 
this  test  and  that,  and  many, 
many  glasses  of  water,  I was 


struck  with  the  most  incredible 
urge  to  go  to  the  washroom.  The 
doctors  thought  it  would  be  a 
great  test  for  my  self-confidence 
and  control  of  the  arm,  so  they 
allowed  me  to  go  by  myself. 

TOIKE  OIKE: 

Were  you  apprehensive? 

H.W.  BASCOMBE: 

Rather  not,  sir!  I was  simply 
thrilled.  All  during  my  stay  in 
hospital  I was  compelled  to  have 

a damned  orderly  attend  me 
when  I went  to  the  washroom. 
And  half  of  the  bastards  were 
queer!  Faggots,  dammit!  It  got 
so  bad  that  I was  terrified  to  even 
think  of  going  to  the  washroom! 

I used  to  go  for  days  and  days 
without  — Oh,  I’m  sorry.  Where 
was  I? 

TOIKE  OIKE: 

I believe  you  were  about  to  go  to 


the  washroom. 

H.W.  BASCOMBE: 

No,  I don’t  think  that’s  possible. 

TOIKE  OIKE: 

Whatever  do  you  mean? 

H.W.  BASCOMBE: 

I remember!  Anyway,  I went  off 
to  the  washroom.  Standing  at 
the  urinal  there,  I was  suddenly 
compelled  to  use  my  new  bionic 
right  arm,  instead  of  my  old  left 
one.  I never  was  much  of  a 
leftist,  anyway.  So  I said  to  my 
arm  (and  mind  you,  this  took 
some  getting  used  to,  talking  into 
my  shoulder),  ‘Arm,  unzip  my 
fly.’  Well,  the  arm  reached  down 
and,  with  utter  care,  opened  my 
fly.  ‘Arm,’  said  I,  ‘take  it  out.’ 
TOIKE  OIKE: 

Hold  on  here! 

H.W.  BASCOMBE: 

How  did  you  know  what  I said? 

TOIKE  OIKE: 

What  do  you  mean  by  ‘it’? 

H.W.  BASCOMBE: 

Uh,  you  know,  ah,  well  — Gee, 
you  know,  this  is  quite  a bit  of 
embarassment  for  me,  telling 
you  all  this,  um  — I don’t  really 
think  I should  — 

TOIKE  OIKE: 

Yes  I see  what  you  mean  by  ‘it’. 
Go  on  with  your  story. 

(Note:  “it”  is  a common 
colloquiallism  often  used  by 
embarassed  males  when  referring 
to  their. . .uh. . .wee-wee.) 

H.W.  BASCOMBE: 

Well,  my  arm  reached  down  and 
pulled  it  out.  Anyway,  by  this 
time  I had  so  much  water  that  I 
I really  had  a good  wiz  — hey!  — 
here’s  a riddle  for  you:  ‘How  do 
you  spell  ‘relief?’  Give  up? 
‘P-I-S-S’!  Isn’t  that  a killer? 


30  November  1978 


(At  this  point,  the  late  H.W.  Bascombe  had  an  apparent  acute 
attack  of  pulmonary  edema,  due  to  the  overflow  of  water 
/ingested  during  the  arm  tests.  The  subsequent  collapse  of  his 
heart  was  the  immedate  direct  cause  of  H.W.’s  death.  After 
alerting  the  proper  authorities,  our  reporter  made  his  way  to  the 
offices  of  Sling  and  Kritch,  the  Doctors  (PhD)  who  were 
responsible  for  the  bionic  arm.  In  a quest  to  determine  what  was 
so  terribly  traumatic  for  H.W.,  we  present  the  following 
interview  to  lay  aside  all  false  rumours  concerning  H.W.’s 
uncomely  demise. 


TOIKE  OIKE: 

Is  it  true,  doctors,  that  you 
watched  H.W.  as  he  struggled  in 
the  washroom? 

DR.  KRITCH: 

Definitely  not. 

DR.  SLING: 

Absorutery. 

TOIKE  OIKE: 


H.W.  Bascombe  went  to  the 
washroom,  we  went  to  our 
minotir  to  watch.  Which 
reminds  me  of  a joke:  ‘How  do 
you  spell  ‘Rolaids’?’  Give  up? 
Gee,  I don’t  seem  to  remember 
either... 

TOIKE  OIKE: 

Get  on  with  it! 


commanded  the  arm,  ‘Arm, 
shake  it  once.’  So  the  arm 
complied.  H.W.  paused  again, 
and  then  said,  ‘Arm,  shake  it  a 
couple  of  times.  Well,  that  arm 
must  have  done  a heck  of  a job, 
for  ‘H.W.  got  very  excited,  and  a 
maniacal  look  came  over  his 
face.  ‘Arm,’  he  said,  ‘Shake  it 
some  more!’  Well,  the  arm 
shook  ever  so  lightly,  and  you 
could  tell  that  the  arm  had  teased 
him  just  a bit  too  far.  Suddenly 
he  shrieked,  ‘all  right  arm!  JERK 
IT  OFF!!!’  And  the  arm  reached 
down  and  grabbed  on  to  it,  and 
with  one  sudden,  vicious  yank, 
tore  his  penis  right  off. 
TOIKE  OIKE: 


Aha!  so  you  did  watch!  What  did 
you  see? 

DR.  KRITCH: 

Sling,  you  twit!  You  wimp!  You 
scum!  Did  your  little  mind 
suppose  that  this  nerd  from  the 
Toike  Oike  could  help  to  erase 
our  suspicion? 

DR.  SLING: 

Absorutery. 

- TOIKE  OIKE: 

Yes  sir.  That’s  why  I’m  here  — 
to  elucidate  the  facts  in  this  case. 

DR.  KRITCH: 

Very  well.  After 


DR.  KRITCH: 

Oh  yes.  Anyway,  he  took  it  out. 
Do  you  know  what  I mean  by  ‘it’? 

TOIKE  OIKE: 

Yes,  we’ve  been  through  that  with 
H.W. 

DR.  KRITCH: 

Really?  He  never  let  me  get  that 
far.  Gee. 

DR.  SLING: 

(grinning  widely)  Absorutery. 

DR.  KRITCH: 

So  anyway,  he  had  a good  long 
whizz.  When  he  was  finished,  he 
paused  for  a minute,  and  then 


Oh,  my  God!  Do  you  think  that’s 
what  killed  him? 

KRITCH: 

Yes,  yes!  It  wasn’t  the 
pulmonary  edema  at  all,  but 
rather  a coronary  infarction 
aggravated  by  the  pain,  which 
propagated  the  heart  collapse. 
SLING: 

Absorutery. 

KRITCH: 

Anyway,  he  knew  that  the  arm 
had  a mind  of  its  own  — how 
else  could  it  operate?  We 
briefed  him  fully.  It’s  just  a 
misfortune  that  he  found  out  just 
how  self-minded  the  arm  was  by 
experience. 

SLING: 

The  hard  way. 


DR. 


DR. 

DR. 
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Chapter  18 

1.  And  it  came  to  pass  that  an 
Engineer  did  falter  and  succumb  to  his 
weaknesses  for  the  fleshly  delights  and 
he  did  marry  an  artswoman;  for  the 
number  of  the  distaff  in  Engineering 
and  Nursing  are  few  and  the  drives  of 
the  men  in  Engineering  are  great. 

2.  And  they  did  go  forth  and 
multiply,  crying,  “Praise  be  to  the 
god  of  Calculus  and  his  infinite  limit  in 
multiplication!”  And  the  land  did 
shake  with  the  might  of  the  Engineer. 

3.  And  the  moons  did  wax  and  wane 
and  the  Artswoman  grew  great  with 
child. 

4.  And  at  the  same  time  the 
Engineer  set  out  on  a journey  of  a year 
in  search  of  green  pastures,  brown  ale, 
blues  movies,  and  scarlet  women  for 
such  is  the  way  of  the  Engineer. 

5.  And  the  Artswoman  bore  the 
Child,  and  woe  was  unto  her,  for  in  her 
sickly  womb  had  formed  unto  the 
Child  no  legs,  neither  arms,  neither 
torso,  nor  that  greatest  of  the  gods’  gif- 
ts to  the  Engineer,  the  church  key. 

6.  The  child  was  but  a head.  All  \vas 
in  the  head,  and  in  the  head  was  all. 

7.  And  the  Artswoman,  seeking  to 
conceal  what  she  had  wrought,  did 
place  the  Child  in  a shoebox  and  did 
scheme  in  her  heart  to  deceive  her 
master  and  to  tell  him  that  their  Child 
was  dead. 

8.  And  the  Engineer  did  return,  and 
the  Artswoman  told  her  story  unto 
him,  but  the  falsehood  was  laid  bare  to 
the  Engineer  in  his  mind.  He  knew 
that  his  seed  could  not  have  died;  so 
great  is  the  power  of  the  Engineer  in 
mind  and  sinew. 

9.  And  the  Engineer  did  seek 
throughout  his  house  for  the  Child, 
and  he  did  find  it,  and  it  yet  lived,  even 
without  a body,  for  the  seed  of  the 
Engineer  is  almighty. 

10.  And  the  Engineer  and  the  Ar- 
tswoman did  raise  the  Child,  and  it  did 
grow  and  thrive. 

11.  Yet  was  the  Engineer  saddened, 
for  he  knew  that  the  Child  did  long  to 
stomp  Artsies,  and  bend  an  elbow  with 
the  best,  and  play  Three-sided  Toilet 
Bowl,  and  do  all  that  Engineers  ought. 

12.  And  so  the  Engineer,  who  was  a 
graduate  of  the  Engineering  Science 
Electrical  Option,  did  work  for  many 
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years  to  design  a bionic  body  for  his 
first-born,  and  he  did  complete  it  in 
time  for  the  eighteenth  anniversary  of 
the  Child’s  birth. 

13.  And  the  Engineer  spake  unto  the 
Child,  saying,  “My  son,  I have  a big 
surprise  for  you  for  your  birthday.” 

14.  And  the  Child  said,  “Oh,  God, 
not  another  hat!” 


While  the  auditions  for  actors  and 
actresses  for  Skule  Nite  are  over,  if 
you’d  like  to  help  with  the  backstage 
work  or  other  preparations  for  the 
show  next  February,  we’d  still  like  to 
hear  from  you.  If  you  get  in  touch  with 
us,  you  could  find  yourself: 

-banging  nails,  painting  flats  and 
drinking  beer  in  the  exquisite  surroun- 
dings of  the  Borden  Building,  future 
site  of  the  Korova  Milkbar  ... 
-persuading  the  rest  of  the  world  to 
part  with  its  money  for  its  own 
edification  ... 


-finding  out  what  it  means  to  be  FAC- 
TOTUM ... 

-or  operating  wide-bandwidth  energy 
and  information  conversion  devices, 
equipped  with  full  vector  controls,  and 
labelled  “Betamax”  ... 

These  are  but  a few  of  the  numerous 
activities  which  will  get  going  next 
January.  If  you’re  interested  in 
costumes,  cameras,  construction,  or 
computerized  cacaphony,  call 
Graham  Skells  (249-5853)  or  leave  a 
note  in  the  Skule  Nite  mailbox  in  the 
Engineering  Society  Offices. 
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Israeli  Folk  Dancing  with  Yossi  Shtreuch 
Folk  singer  Batsheva  Paul 

Felafel,  Houmous,  and  Pita  and  many  more  delicacies 

SPONSORED  BY 

YOUR  JEWISH 
STUDENT  UNION 

in  the  Innis  College  Pub 
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LACROSSE 

Final  Standings-Division  II 


GP 

W 

L 

T 

GF 

GA 

GP 

W 

L 

T 

GF 

GA 

PTS 

Medicine 

6 

5 

1 

0 

54 

16 

10 

Engineers 

6 

4 

1 

1 

37 

19 

9 

Trinity 

7 

1 

4 

2 

19 

52 

4 

Foresty 

5 

0 

4 

1 

9 

32 

1 

Final  Scoring 

GP 

G 

A 

PTS 

PEN 

Dale  McNeil  ENG 

5 

11 

2 

13 

0 

Steve  Cooper  ENG 

6 

9 

2 

12 

2 

Andre  Zorins  ENG 

6 

5 

1 

6 

2 

Dan  Shanahan  ENG 

5 

5 

1 

6 

6 

Game  2 
Game  3 
Game  1 


Meds  1 
Meds  1 1 
Meds  5 


Eng.  3 
Eng.  5 
Eng.  2 


ENGINEERING 


XEROX 

EQUIPMENT  USED  EXCLUSIVELY 

COPIES 
5* 

1st  thru  Sth  6th  thru  10th 

copies  per  copies  per 

original  original 

All  orders  are  subject  to  Sales  Taxes 
9%  Federal  and  7%  Provincial 


76  Charles  St.,  West 
Phone:  923-8115 


FREE  Services  — collating 

STUDENT  DISCOUNT  (to  students  on 

student  work)  20% 

24-hour  services  on  THESES 
QUALITY  GUARANTEED 


BLOOR 


HOURS 

MON-THURS:  8:30  AM  to  9:00  PM 
FRI,  SAT:  8:30  AM  to  6:00  PM 

NOTE:  ASK  ABOUT  FURTHER  SAVINGS  WHEN  YOU  HAVE  YOUR 
WORK  COPIED  AND  BOUND  BY  US. 


LACROSSE 


Engineering  has  just  finished 
another  lacrosse  season  in  good  style, 
reaching  the  final  before  loosing  to 
Meds  in  the  final.  After  ending  the 
season  in  second  place  Skule  beat 
Trinity  in  a defensive  struggle  to  meet 
the  first  place  Meds  in  the  best  two  out 
of  three  final.  After  losing  the  first 
game  Skule  came  back  strong  to  win 
the  second  game  and  send  the  series  to 
third  and  final  game.  In  the  game, 
Meds  came  out  fast  and  took  and  early 
three  goal  lead.  Engineering  tried  to 
come  back  but  Meds  never  relented 
and  hustled  all  game.  As  the  dust 
cleared  at  the  end  of  the  game,  Meds 
had  come  out  on  top  11-5.  It  was  a 
good  year  for  the  lacrosse  team  and 
they  must  now  look  ahead  to  next 
year’s  play. 

Semi-Final  Sudden  Death 
ENG  4 Trinity  0 
Engineering  Gets  to  the  Finals. 

Women’s  Sports  Results 

Ice  Hockey 

ENG  4 Meds  A 0 

Basketball 

Law  B 26  ENG  9 

RUGGER 

Division  One — Play-off 
Trinity  12  Engineering  6 


30  November  1978 


gocUva's  box 


Dear  Box, 

I protest  the  gross  insinuation  made  in  the 
November  9,  1978  Tedium  II  written  by  “Two 
concerned  Nois”  with  respect  to  Geological 
Engineering  men  having  oversized  occipito- 
frontal regions,  that  is,  swelled  heads.  Skulemen 
in  Geological  have  been  known  on  occasion  to 
swell  to  an  enormous  extent  in  only  the  genital- 
frontal  region,  usually  by  the  proper  application 
of  visual,  tactile,  or  other  sensory  stimulation  in 
the  presence  of  fresh  innocent  nurses. 

Furthermore,  I would  suggest  that  the  said 
“Nois”,  who  apparently  have  been  improperly 
initiated  into  the  social  conventions  for  the  care 
and  feeding  of  Flrosh,  show  more  warmth  and 
compassion  for  those  lower  life  forms.  I might 
add  that  there  are  many  Engineers  who  would 
be  willing  to  instruct  you  in  these  and  other 
matters  of  decorum. 

Looking  forward  to  seeing  you  at  the  next 
Nursing  Pub  (or  in  between,  for  that  matter). 

Assumingly  yours, 
R.  Robinson,  Geo  IV 

Dearest  Box; 

How’s  it  going,  cumface?  Listen,  I gotta  deal 
for  ya.  I hate  to  say  it  but  everybody  knows  that 
the  LGMB  just  isn’t  getting  its  shit  together 
anymore.  They’re  no  longer  the  in-thing;  they’ve 
gone  as  soft  as  an  artsie  at  his  fullest  sexual 
stimulation,  and  that  ain’t  saying  much!!  Now 
you’re  a chick  with  a lot  of  class,  what  you  need 
is  a band  that  can  back  you  right  up  to  the  hilt, 
and  I do  mean  to  the  hilt! ! ! 

So  here’s  the  story.  Maybe  you’ve  heard  of 
that  bump’n’hump,  new-wave,  punk-folk,  disco- 
jazz,  rock’n’spiritual  band,  Leonard  Whippet 
and  the  Lizzerds??  I’m  sure  you  have,  I mean 
who  hasn’t??  And  I’m  sure  that  you’ve  also  heard 
their  latest  radio  No.  1 hit  single,  “It’s  Not  Who 
You  Know,  It’s  Who  You  Blow.”  Well,  you 
lucky  bitch  you,  this  is  Leonard  W.  speaking  to 
you  at  this  very  moment! ! ! Y eah,  I know  you’re 
thrilled.  Now  we’re  not  like  that  sucked-ass 
LGMB  (thank  God),  we’ve  got  class,  just  like 
you. 

We’re  a ten  piece  band  who’ve  been  gigging 
out  of  Sudbury  for  the  last  few  months,  playing 
at  the  Club  Alouette  (the  hot  spot  of  fair  Sud- 


bury town)  every  week,  doing  a few  cameo 
beneficial  appearances  now  and  then  (eg.  Nor- 
thern Lights  Folk  Festival,  etc.)  and  generally 
lizardizing  everything  and  everybody  we  cum  in 
contact  with.  So  here’s  my  offer.  We’ve  layed 
down  the  rhythm  tracks  for  our  next  big  disco 
hit  entitled,  “Brown  Lizzerd.”  I sing  lead  vocals 
and  I figure  a fine  female  back  up  voice  like 
yours  could  make  this  number  go  platinum,  no 
sweat.  You’d  make  a damn  fine  Lizzette!!  We 
could  give  you  all  the  exposure  you’d  like, 
although  from  the  way  I’ve  seen  you  ride  your 
horse,  I don’t  think  you  need  much  more  ex- 
posure! ! 

So  that’s  the  offer.  If  you  want  to  stick  with 
that  limp  wristed,  faggot  packed,  artsie  loving 
LGMB,  well,  the  decision  is  yours.  But  if  you 
want  to  make  it  with  a hot  ’n  ’heavy,  up  ’n  ’cum- 
ming,  straight  ’n  ’hard  rock  band,  gimme  a call. 
I’ll  be  waiting  to  hear  from  you.  So  ’til  then,  take 
it  easy,  but  as  always,  take  it!! 

Love  all  ways  (and  any  way) 
Leonard  Whippet 
(and  the  Lizzerds  of  course.) 

P.S.  All  our  songs  are  on  the  T &R  Enterprises 
Ltd.  Records  and  Tapes  label. 

Dear  Godiva, 

I would  like  to  take  issue  with  certain 
references  to  me  in  the  Tedium  II  Toike; 
specifically,  the  comment  under  “Just  What  was 
Said”,  which  stated  that  I tried  “without  much 
success”  to  climb  onto  the  van.  I emphaticallay 
deny  that  I did  not  succeed  in  my  attempt  to 
climb  onto  the  van;  on  the  contrary,  if  I hadn’t 
succeeded,  I wouldn’t  have  been  able  to  hold  on 
to  the  windshield  wiper.  I merely  decided  that 
the  front  of  the  van  was  an  unhealthy  place  to  be 
when  a)  the  van  was  moving;  and  b)  the  driver 
got  out  with  his  pipe. 

The  frequency  of  change  of  these  conditions 
made  it  appear  that  I was  falling  off.  I would  like 
to  reiterate  that  I perfectly  capable  of  climbing 
onto  and  staying  on  a motionless  van. 

Another  item  (by  the  way)  not  mentioned  was 
the  driver’s  refusal  to  follow  the  good  advice  of 
acquiring  a sense  of  humour. 

THE  (dumb)  (female)  F!rosh 


Amazing  Scientoike 


Dearest  Box, 

You  know,  the  most  miraculous  thing 
happened  to  me  the  other  day.  I was  on  my 
knees,  praying  before  the  Almighty,  when  an 
angel  of  the  Lord  came  down  to  me! 

And  it  was  the  angel  Gabriel,  and  he  said  unto 
me,  “Go  thou  into  the  dens  of  iniquity,  go  thou 
into  those  sinful  disco’s!” 

And  I said  unto  this  angel,  Gabriel,  “Of 
course  angel  Gabriel,  but  why,  shy  should  I go 
into  the  disco’s?  What  shall  I do  there?” 

And  the  angel  of  the  Lord  signed,  and  he  said 
unto  me,  “O  my  son,  do  you  not  see  that  I lack 
my  harp?” 

And  I said  unto  ...  well,  to  make  a long  story 
short,  he  explained  what  happened  to  his  harp. 

“When  last  I came  to  Earth,  I went  among  the 
sinners,  and  went  into  the  discos,  I started  to 
enjoy  myself,  and  I wanted  to  dance.  Well,  my 
son,  it  was  when  I went  into  the  den  of  iniquity 
Sam  Bran’s,  that  it  happened  that  I got  up  to 
dance  and  left  it.  You,  my  son,  must  get  it  back 
for  me.” 

“You  mean  ...” 

“Yes,  I left  my  harp  in  Sam  Bran’s  Disco”. 

Anal  Robarts 


Dear  Box, 


Dearest  Godiva, 


I have  noticed  the  obvious  lack  of  BFC  capers 
in  the  past  month  or  two.  It  was  said  that  the 
reason  was  that  there  was  an  excess  of  mice  on 
campus.  However,  it  has  been  brought  to  my 
attention  that  the  Mouseketeer  Club  has  been 
reduced  by  a substantial  amount  last  week. 
Therefore,  you  should  be  able  to  carry  on  your 
activities  and  make  life  worth  living  again. 

Yours, 

F.M. 


Dear  Godiva’s  Box, 

I have  a complex  problem  involving  real 
planes.  The  main  thrust  of  the  argument  is  a 
continuous  overhead  barrage  of  paper  darts. 
Does  the  Faculty  supply  an  early  warning 
defence  network  for  the  professor’s  protection? 
If  so  I could  use  the  installation  of  one  in 
MECH  102. 

This  system  should  be  able  to  differentiate 
between  the  two  designs:  the  deadly  DeMoivre 
Delta  darts  and  the  slower  Cauchy-Reimann 
floaters.  Also,  is  it  possible  to  install  a 30  foot 
radius  cone  of  silence  for  the  back  row?  Please 
respond  as  soon  as  possible,  as  I am  running  out 
of  patience. 


This  leteer  is  for  all  those  BNAD  members 
who  accumulated  a lot  of  Queen’s  tarns  during 
the  Kollege  Bowl  and  don’t  know  what  to  do 
with  them.  Tams,  despite  their  inferior  quality, 
make  great  pot- holders.  Also,  if  you  cut  two 
diametrically  opposed  holes  in  the  top,  you  have 
a great  tea  cozy.  I also  keep  a few  in  my  car  for 
rags,  they’re  very  absorbent.  A number  of  us  are 
getting  together  and  forming  a Queen’s  tam 
users  group  (Q-TUG).  Everyone  is  welcome. 


Prof  Spjtzer 

Dear  Prof  Spjtzer 

This  is  an  imaginary  problem.  Give  them  back 
their  unbelled  midterm  results  — that  will  take 
the  wind  out  of  their  wings. 

Dear  Godiva, 


Yours  Truly 
John-Boy 


Dear  Godiva, 

This  is  to  inform  all  Queen’s  students  who  lost 
their  tarns  at  College  Bowl  that  they  are 
available  at  the  BNAD  room.  Please  act  now  as 
they  take  up  a lot  of  room  (all  1500  of  them). 
Owners  must  identify  at  least  6 distinguishing 
characteristics  (not  including  blue  colouring, 
red  pom-pom  or  name  tags).  Make  your  request 
between  1 and  2 AM,  Tuesday  morning  at  the 
Engineering  Stores. 

Ken  Kettle 
BNAD  Leader 


I’ve  been  watching  Star  Trek  for  quite  some 
time  now  and  I’ve  always  wondered  why  Captain 
Kirk  always  ends  up  in  the  arms  of  some 
sensuous  babe  while  Scotty,  an  engineer,  ends 
up  in  a corner  cuddling  with  an  anti-matter  pod! 
Have  I been  misled  all  these  years  in  believing 
that  we  Engineers  are  the  true  masters  of  sexual 
prowess?  If  you  can’t  believe  Star  Trek,  what 
can  you  believe? 

Elec  8T1 


Rest  your  little  ‘ ’s.  If  you  recall  Star 

Trek  was  always  shown  during  prime  time 
viewing  hours.  They  couldn’t  possibly  show  the 
true  actions  of  an  Engineer.  Anyway,  what  do 
you  think  Scotty  does  behind  those  pods? 


Dear  Elec  8T1, 
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Dear  Rectangle,  I mean  Box. 

I’ve  been  fucked.  Your  paper  indulges  in  vile 
neo-fascist,  marxist-leninist,  propaganda 
spewing  censorship.  Yes  censorship,  my  article 
on  a legitimate  PG  rated  film  review  was  sent 
back  to  me  by  three  big,  burly  BFC  members, 
COD,  just  because  it  was  not  funny. 

I ask  you,  what  is  this  miserable  world  coming 
to  when  even  the  Toike  Oike  turns  red?  I also 
have  it  on  reliable  word  that  the  production 
manager  is  a long  haired  commie  pinko  freak. 

signed,  an  up  and  comming  genius 
Dear  Box  Godiva, 

I’m  new  to  this  planet.  I came  to  this  place 
from  some  other  planet  in  this  God-forsaken 
universe.  There  are  some  strange  customs  that  I 
have  noticed  and  I would  like  some  answers. 

I think  I have  happened  onto  one  of  your  most 
sacred  days,  am  I not  correct?  It  seems  that 
everyone  is  running  around  and  selecting  items; 
and  then  they  exchange  paper  and  metals  for 
them,  or  else  they  have  this  plastic  card  that  is 
punished  horribly.  People  are  so  nasty.  Funny 
people  dressed  in  red  suits  and  ringing  bells 
yell  at  shoppers  (is  that  the  right  word?)  as  they 
walk  by.  Everywhere  there  are  lights  that  almost 
blind  the  eye  and  green  triangle  trees.  The  trees 
seem  out  of  place  since  other  trees  are  not 
green.  And  every  building  with  a glass  front 
have  the  letters  “SALE”  all  over  them. 

I have  been  to  other  planets  but  this  is  the  first 
one  I’ve  come  upon  whose  occupants  all  go 
crazy  at  the  same  time. 

Yours  Cummupance, 
Morque 

Dear  morque: 

Is  your  head  screwed  on  in  the  right  place? 
This  is  the  time  of  year  when  the  natives  get  very 
restless.  If  you  stick  around  long  enough,  you 
might  even  become  a member  of  the  paranoia. 

With  love, 
Lady  Godiva. 

Dearest  Parallelopiped: 

I have  been  reading  the  Toike  regularly  since 
the  Flrosh  Issue  and  off  and  on  for  some  years 
prior  to  that.  Thus  I feel 
entitled/ priveleged/ obligated  to  write  to  our 
dearest  Lady.  The  serious  segments  of  this  letter 
can  easily  be  distinguished  from  those  added  to 
brighten  the  day. 

Chapter  the  First:  In  which  photographs  ar.e 


questioned  and,  perhaps,  questions  are 
answered. 

What  gives  with  the  mystery  photo  that  has 
graced  the  pages  of  every  Toike  this  year  so  far? 
I am  referring,  of  course,  to  the  picture  of  the 
rather  toothy  ana  somewhat  malnourished 
organism  who  smiles  at  us  from  page  9 of  tedium 
II.  Is  there  any  truth  to  the  rumour  that  it  is  a 
portrait  of  Mrs.  Nettleton  AWKTEM? 

Chapter  the  Second:  In  which  a penguin’s 
question  is  echoed  and  probably  not  answered. 

Ule? 

Chapter  the  Third:  In  which  a letter  in  answer  to 
a series  of  letters  is  questioned  and  again, 
perhaps,  questions  are  answered. 

I was  pleased  to  read  the  letter  from  Professor 
L.R.  Morris,  but  SOMEBODY  (no  names 
please,  eh,  Mikey?)  forgot  to  mention  what 
university  he  is  at.  (I  presume  that  it’s  not  U of  T 
since  he  says  they  “Don’t  have  (the  Toike)  here,” 
wherever  “here”  is.) 

Chapter  the  Fourth:  In  which  a letter  of 
questions  has  its  questions  answered  and, 
perhaps,  these  answers  are  questioned. 

To  the  Concerned  Nois’:  Regarding  your 
suspicions  about  Engineering  impotence  (I  can 
scarcely  put  those  two  words  in  the  same 
sentence),  I suspect  that  you  have  encountered 
a group  of  Civil  Engineers.  I mean,  everyone 
knows  that  they  have  zero-force  members  in 
their  trusses. 

Epilogue:  In  which  neither  questions  nor 
answers  are  asked  or  given,  respectively. 

Well,  that  seems  to  be  all  for  "this  time.  To 
those  who  recognize  and  appreciate  my  work, 
sincere  apologies  for  not  contributing  to  the 
Toike  since  the  Flrosh  Issue;  to  those  who 
recognize  and  don’t  appreciate  my  work, 
insincere  apologies  for  returning  in  this  issue;  to 
those  who  don’t  recognize  my  work  at  all, 
indeterminate  apologies  for  not  identifying 
myself  better.  In  other  words,  to  everyone  in  the 
world.  EXCUUUUSE  MEEEE!!! 

Yours  longwindedly, 
Don  Plenume 

P.S.  EVERBODY  SING:  I LOVE  ENG  SCI! 

Sci:  Did  you  hear,  we’ve  developed  a 
program  to  place  a base  on  the  moon? 
Engineer:  Big  deal!  we’re  resupplying 
our  Mars  colony! 

Artsman:  Yea,  well  I’m  going  to  land 
on  the  sun!! 

Sci  and  Engineer:  You  can’t  go  there 
— the  electromagnetic  radiation 
(light)  will  kill  you. 

Artsy:  Hah,  are  you  guys  stupid!!  As  a 
matter  of  fact  I plan  to  go  at  night. 


SpORTOiliE 


Amazing  Scientoike 


Skule  Swimming  Dynasty  Ends 


Like  the  Green  Bay  Packers  of  the 
1960’s  and  the  old  New  York  Yankees, 
another  great  sports  dynasty  has  bitten 
the  dust.  Both  these  teams  went  out 
with  pride  and  class,  as  did  the 
Engineering  Swimmers  on 
Wednesday,  November  15,  1978. 
When  they  failed  to  win  their  third 
consecutive  interfaculty  swim  title. 

Having  by  far  the  largest  turnout  of 
any  team  at  the  competition,  the 
Engineers  were  optimistic  that  the 
meet  could  be  had  on  the  strength  of 
their  numbers  alone.  However,  the 
contingent  from  PHE  had  other  ideas 
in  mind.  Under  the  tutelage  of  coach 
Dan  Thompson,  the  PHE  swimmers 
were  inspired  to  achieve  their  prime 
objective  “Beat  Engineering”.  Mind 
you,  it  didn’t  hurt  to  have 
Commonwealth  Games  gold  medallist 
Jay  Tapp  swimming  for  them. 

Perhaps  it  was  a sign  of  things  to 
come  when  in  the  first  event  our 
fastest  relay  was  disqualified.  How 
were  we  to  know  this  DQ  would 
eventually  cost  us  the  meet? 

Spirits  picked  up  for  the  next  event 
which  was  breaststroke,  a talent  with 
which  Engineers  have  been  amply 
endowed  (not  only  that,  they  can 
swim  pretty  good,  too),  we  picked  up 
our  only  individual  win  here  as  Henry 
Vehovec  shattered  Juri  Daniel’s  five 
year  old  meet  record.  Dave  Cuthbert, 
also  of  Engineering  (another  good 
breast  man)  stroked  to  a fourth  place 
finish. 

The  momentum  seemed  to  be 
swinging  with  the  Engineers  as 
Janderel  Spelt,  Henry  Vehovec,  Ralph 
Hoffman,  and  Erich  Bumgardener 
combined  to  take  the  200  medley 
relay,  also  in  record  time.  The  depth 
was  evident  in  this  event  as  Engineers 
took  third  and  fifth  place  with  B and  C 
relays. 

That  was  to  be  our  high  point  in  the 
meet.  After  good  performances  from 
all  team  members,  it  boiled  down  to 
the  last  relay.  With  PHE  and 
Engineering  side  by  side  in  the  centre 
lanes  and  the  lead  changing  hands 
several  times  it  seemed  Engineering 


could  win  on  the  last  leg.  But  Jay  Tapp 
of  PHE,  who  was  swimming  the 
second  last  leg,  was  in  the  mood  for 
heroics  and  waved  off  his  last  swimmer 
continuing  onto  the  last  leg 
himself... The  Engineers  just  didn’t 
have  the  speed,  and  so  ended  an 
exciting  meet.  (PHE  69, ENG. 
62... who  cares  about  the  rest?) 

NOTE  FROM  HENRY  VEHOVEC 
(AQUATICS  COMMISSINER) 

I would  like  to  take  this  opportunity 
to  thank  all  those  swimmers  who 
competed  for  Engineering.  Your 


names  are  listed  below,  and  I look 
forward  to  seeing  all  of  you,  and  many 
new  faces  in  the  coming  water  polo 
season. 

Kirk  Allan 
Erich  Bumgardner 
Ray  Cislo 
Olie  Cole 
Dave  Cuthbert 
Doug  Cuthbert 
Doug  Downey 
Stuart  Ferrie 
Hugh  Fraser 
Ajita  Gunasekara 
Ralph  Hoffman 
Paul  Jovian 
Bob  Learmonth 
Gordon  Lee 
Brian  Lynam 
Andy  MacKay 
Scott  MacKendrick 
Mark  McClaren 
Tim  Maryon 
Cam  Series 
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ENGINEERING  RUGBY 


by  Jeff  Irish  and  Pete  Nelson 

This  year,  for  the  first  time  in  eight 
years,  the  Engineering  Rugby  Team 
failed  to  make  it  to  the  interfaculty 
finals.  Chief  coaches  Jeff  Irish  and 
Pete  Nelson  attribute  this  failure  to  the 
fact  that  this  was  a rebuilding  year  for 
the  team.  Seven  out  of  the  twelve  team 
members  were  new  to  the  game,  and 
even  the  superb  instruction  given  by 
Nelson  and  Irish  could  not  produce  a 
winner. 

Coach  of  the  forwards,  Jeff  Irish, 


was  generally  pleased  with  the  per- 
formance of  his  pack.  Mark  the 
Hooker  (IND  III)  did  a fine  job  in  the 
lineouts  and  scrums,  but  was  often 
mistaken  for  the  ball  due  to  his  small 
size.  Dave  Salami  (MMS  III)  played 
prop  for  Skule.  A newcomer  to  the 
game,  Dave  said  he  found  rugger  a 
better  outlet  for  his  sadistic  tendencies 
than  his  various  girlfriends.  Andy 
Alphabet  (MECH  IV)  was  an  essential 
element  in  the  lineouts,  snatching 


THE  TRUTH 


by  ‘Flash’ 

Don’t  let  the  preceding  passage  of 
complete  and  utter  bullshit  rot  your 
mind.  As  even  an  eng  sci  can  tell, 
anything  stated  by  Peter  ‘ham  hands’ 
Nelson  and  Jeff  ‘St.  Charles’  Irish  has 
very  little  truth  to  it.  If  you  want  the  * 
real  truth  behind  this  year’s  Skule 
rugby  team  then  tune  in  below. 

This  year’s  rugby  team  finished  the 
season  with  a 2,  2 and  2 record.  Both 
losses  incurred  by  the  Skule  team  were 
due  to  circumstances  beyond  the 
team’s  control,  as  the  referee  was 
subjected  to  vast  amounts  of  kissass  by 
the  opposing  team  prior  to  the  games. 

As  it  turned  out,  Engineering 
finished  second  behind  Law(the  bunch 
of  sucks).  In  the  semi-final  against 
Trinity  (12-6).  Trinity  scored  first  on  a 
well  executed  triple  reverse  after 
eluding  several  Skule  players.  Skule 
came  back  in  the  second  half  to  tie  the 
game  on  a try  scored  by  John  Cocchio 
who  recovered  a loose  ball  which 
resulted  from  excellent  pursuit  by  the 
Engineering  backs.  Then  in  the  final 
two  minutes  of  play  the  Trinity  scum 
half  sneaked  (snook?)  around  the 
scrum  and  took  off  down  the 
sidelines.  The  Engineers  were  baffled 
by  the  fact  that  some  devious  person 
had  moved  the  sideline  3 feet  further 


out  than  it  should  have  been  and,  due 
to  this,  several  Skule  players  missed 
their  tackles  and  Trinity  scored. 
Unfortunately,  time  ran  out  before  the 
Engineers  could  make  a cumback  and 
they  were  forced  to  retire  to  the 
Arbor  Room  for  their  post  season 
beer.  It  should  be  noted  that  it  was 
here  that  the  Engineers  showed  their 
true  superiority.  Peter  Nelson  showed 
off  his  skills  as  he  demolished  12 
ounces  of  suds  in  4.13  sec.  His  cookies 
were  later  found  out  in  the  hall. 

The  man,  if  you  can  call  him  that, 
who  deserved  the  most  credit  was 
coach  Remus.  Despite  getting 
mangled  weekly  in  Varsity  games  he 
found  the  insanity  to  play  for  and 
coach  the  Engineers  in  the  season’s 
final  game.  He  sacrificed  his  thumb  in 
an  attempt  to  annihilate  Law’s 
suckhead  Scrum  half.  This  injury 
resulted  in  Remus  getting  4 different 
casts  in  one  weekend.  The  most 
glorious  quality  of  the  Engineering 
coach  was  his  desire  to  buy  beer  for  all 
the  other  Skule  players. 

In  conclusion  the  insignificant  fact 
should  be  mentioned  that  Law  won  the 
championship.  In  the  final  a Law 
player  broke  his  leg  in  five  places. 
Unfortunately,  it  was  not  their  scrum 
half. 


DEBATERS 

ALL  YOU  SWIFT  SKULEMEN  WHO 
CAN  SPEAK  ENGLISH  SHOULD  SEE 
GEORGE  KLERNER  ALT  ABOUT  THIS 


balls,  sometimes  out  of  the  air. 
Another  prop,  Oliver  Cole  (ENG  SCI 
III)  was  the  curiosity  of  the  team, 
causing  must  hypothesizing  as  to  why 
he  wouldn’t  change  and  shower  with 
the  rest  of  the  players.  Jim  Bouroukis 
(ELE  IV)  performed  well  at  second 
row.  He  attributed  his  hard  and 
fearless  play  to  the  fact  that  he  had 
nothing  to  lose  this  year,  having 
received  a groin  injury  in  the  previous 
season.  A newcomer  to  rugby,  Remus 
Gudelis  (MMS  III),  showed  some 
promise  as  a forward  despite  being 
labelled  by  the  coaches  as  a discipline 
problem.  Pulling  the  forwards 
together  was  coach  Jeff  Irish.  An  out- 
standingly aggressive  player,  he  should 
be  commended  on  his  fine  performan- 
ce as  a player/coach. 

The  back’s  coach,  Pete  Nelson,  felt 
that  with  a little  more  practice  his 
backs  would  have  been  the  best  seen 
by  Skule  in  a long  time.  Leading  the 
backs  was,  of  course,  Pete,  playing  the 
key  stand-off  position.  Pete’s 
dominating  pattern  of  play  set  the 
tempo  for  some  exciting  runs.  John 
Cocchio  (CHEM  III)  played  scrum 
half.  Although  he  suffered  from  bad 
passitis  at  most  times,  he  did 
sometimes  come  through  with  a good 
game.  Chris  Sherrett  (ELE  IV)  played 
centre  for  Skule.  Although  off  to  a 
slow  start,  he  came  on  in  the  latter 
portion  of  the  season  and  could  be  a 
good  one  in  years  to  come.  Out  at 
wing  was  this  year’s  Speedy  Gonzales, 
Mark  “Flash”  Thompson  (ENG  SCI  I). 
His  speed  was  evident  off  the  field  as 
well  as  on,  as  he  was  all  too  quick  at 
taking  other  people’s  draught.  Finally, 
backing  up  everybody  at  fullback  was 
Ken  Fair  (GEO  II).  A great  player, 
despite  being  married. 

Ken  Fair  was  voted  Most  Valuable 
Player  of  the  team,  the  coaches  Irish 
and  Nelson  having,  in  the  interest  of 
fair  play,  modestly  excluded  them- 
selves from  the  list  of  possibilities. 

Despite  the  obvious  talent  of  the 
Engineering  Team,  they  did  unfor- 
tunately miss  the  finals.  The  Law 
Team  won  the  championship  through 
(in  the  opinion  of  the  coaches)  some 
particularity  cunning  legal  maneuvers 
such  as  remanding  penalties  to  a later 
date,  threatening  assault  charges  to 
ward  off  impending  tackles,  and  erec- 
ting “Trespassers  will  be  prosecuted” 
signs  in  their  end  zone. 


Amazing  Scientnike 
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LICKETY-SPLIT  LAVATORY 


1.  ACME  MANHOOD  FLIGHT 
SIMULATOR  (MFS) 

This  is  the  “control  center”  of  the 
Lickety-Split  fixture.  This  precision 
piece  of  machinery  really  lives  up  to 
our  ACME  slogan,  “No  Oil,  Always 
Loyal!”  The  MFS  features  the  latest  in 
lavatory  comfort  including  our  full 
array  of  heat,  vibration,  and  moisture 
controls,  fully  adjustable  to  send  even 
the  most  reluctant  astronauts  into 
orbit. 


2.  ACME  T.I.T.S. 

For  a limited  time  only,  these  beauties 
are  available  as  an  optional  extra,  with 
the  latest  in  Dici  frontal-release 
brassieres,  including  the  oak-and-steel 
tension  multiplier.  Real  major  league 
Yahoos! 

3.  ACME  4-PLY  GRIPS 

These  soft  and  supple  all-vinyl  grips 
are  guaranteed  non-slip  and  are 


comforting  to  those  tired  and  blistered 
hands. 


4.  ACME  PLEASURE  MOUND 

Includes  100%  Virgin  wool,  which 
assures  you  that  this  baby  is  as  new  at 
it  as  you  are.  (Please  specify  Small, 
Medium,  or  Large  when  ordering) 


5.  ACME  “OL’  “FRENCHY” 

Just  a light  touch  on  the  trigger  (5b)  is 
all  it  takes... just  sit  back  and  watch  01’ 
French  “go  down”  (lubricant 
included). 

6.  ACME  WATER  PICK 

Great  for  getting  at  those  hard-to-get- 
at  crustaceans. 

7.  ACME  FERRIS  WHEEL 

“no  kiddies  allowed  on  this  ride”,  just 
hop  on  and  pedal  your  way  to  ecstacy. 


FIXTURE 

And  for  you  athletes,  the  Acme  Ferris 
Wheel  is  now  available  in  a 10-speed 
deluxe  model  for  racing  (helmet 
included). 

8.  ACME  NON-SLIP  PEDALS 

You  athletes  will  appreciate  the  full 
line  of  toe  clips  available  to  fit  these 
pedals  (for  touring  or  racing). 


ACME  ELECTRODES 

Just  fasten  these  electrodes  to  the 
section  of  your  body  to  be  monitored 
and  sit  back  and  watch  the  fun  on  the 
Acme  Scope.  Electrodes  come  in 
safety  pin  or  alligator  clip  fasteners. 

10.  ACME  2-CHANNEL  QUAD 
STEREO 

Now  you  can  listen  to  your  favorite 
recording  artists  while  you  perform 
some  tricky  manoeuvers  with  the 
ACME  MFS  in  your  command,  (with 


- 
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mono  headphones  included) 

11.  ACME  VIBRATRON 

“01’  Shakey”,  as  he  is  called  by  our 
staff,  come  with  2 jet  spray  settings, 
variable  omega  in  kiloradians  pev 
second,  as  well  as  a deluxe  disposable 
cord. 


12.  ACME  MAGNA-MIRROR 


This  beautifully  engineered 
combination  magnifying  glass — mirror 
has  a 100  time  magnification  factor 
making  it  useful  for  tracking  down 
those  elusive  pubic  crustaceans.  Also 
great  for  you  underendowed  lads! 


13.  ACME  “MARCUS  WELBY” 
HEART  SCOPE 

This  invaluable  piece  of  apparatus 
(optional)  is  designed  to  display  the 
heart  beat  and  brain  waves  of  the  pilot 
so  as  to  allow  him  the  pullout  on  that 
deep  dive,  before  the  point  of  no 
return. 


ANSWERS  to  the  SCI  FI  QUIZ 


(score  1 point  for  each  question) 

1 The  first  author  to  use  the  word  ‘robot’  was  Karel 
Capek.  Robot  is  a cross  between  the  Czechoslovakian 
words  robota  and  robotnik. 

2 The  work  in  which  Capek  first  used  the  word  ‘robot’ 
was  the  play  R.  U.  R.  (for  Rossum’s  Universal 
Robots). 

3 The  term  ‘science  fiction’  was  coined  by  Hugo  Gerns- 
back  in  an  editorial  in  Science  Wonder  Stories. 

4 The  Three  Laws  of  Robotics  were  first  stated  by  John 
Campbell,  editor  of  Astounding,  in  a conversation  with 
Isaac  Asimov,  two  weeks  before  the  famous  author’s 
twenty-first  birthday.  Asimov  later  expounded  upon 
the  Three  Laws  of  Robotics  on  his  own,  and  is  the 
first  to  admit  that  the  first  person  to  state  the  laws  was 
Campbell. 

5 The  Laws  are:  1)  A robot  may  not  injure  a human  being, 
or,  through  inaction,  allow  a human  being  to  come  to 
harm;  2)  A robot  must  obey  the  orders  given  it  by 
human  beings  except  where  such  orders  would  conflict 
with  the  First  Law;  3)  A robot  must  protect  its  own  exis- 
tence as  long  as  such  protection  does  not  conflict  with 
the  First  or  Second  Laws. 

6 The  laws  have  been  ‘broken’  many  times. 

7 The  robot,  created  by  a man  named  Kirk, was  Nomad. 

8 She  was  Minerva. 

9 The  computer  in  2001  was  the  HAL  9000  computer. 

10  The  name  is  significant  because  each  of  the  letters  in 
HAL  precede  the  letters  in  IBM  by  one:  H-I,  A-B,  L-M. 

11  The  robot  in  Lost  In  Space  was  called  ‘Robot’. 

12  He  also  appeared  in  the  film  The  Forbidden  Planet. 

13  In  that  film,  his  name  was  ‘Robbie’. 

14  The  use  of  androids  stretches  back  all  the  way  to  the 
beginning  of  recorded  fiction. 

15  As  a result  of  the  Butlerian  Jihad,  a religious  movement 
to  eliminate  all  machines  which  are  imitations  of  the 
human  mind,  all  computers  have  been  outlawed.  On 
some  planets  there  are  a few  of  the  forbidden  machines, 
but  they  never  appear  in  the  three  novels. 

16  The  mentats  are  capable  of  many  complex  mathemati- 
cal and  logical  thought-processes,  and  the  Bene  Ges- 
serit  are  simpler  computers  but  complex  controllers. 
All  this  adds  up  to  the  human  mind  taking  the  place  of 
computers;  however,  the  majority  of  humans  are  not 
very  well  cranially  developed  to  handle  this. 

17  Jules  Verne  had  a little  bullet-shaped  rocket  craft 
which  was  shot  out  of  a massive  gun-barrel,  or 
a cannon. 

18  The  method  used  to  reach  the  moon  by  the  Americans 
was  a liquid-fuel  rocket,  the  Apollo,  which  was  aided  in 
escaping  the  gravitational  field  of  the  earth  by  a liquid- 


fuel  booster,  the  Saturn  V. 

19  The  time  machine  had  two  control  levers,  one  for  each 
hand. 

20  The  alien  invaders  were  from  Mars. 

21  The  aliens  attacked  in  massive  tripod  structures  which 
conveyed  them  about  the  land.  Atop  the  tripod  was  the 
Death  Ray  or  Heat  Ray  which  was  a form  of  laser  beam, 
and  fried  objects,  especially  humans,  on  contact. 

22  Orson  Welles  produced  a radio  version  of  The  War  of 
the  Worlds  which  terrified  most  of  the  Eastern  States 
on  October  31,  1938. 

23  The  most  impractical  method  used  by  a moon-traveller 
was  a balloon,  used  by  Hans  Pfaall. 

24  The  tale  in  which  this  journey  was  described  was  The 
Adventure  of  Hans  Pfaal,  by  Edgar  Allen  Poe. 

25  The  shuttle  craft  which  conveyed  passengers  from  the 
earth  to  the  space  station  around  the  moon  was  the 
Clipper. 

26  2001  did  not  win  the  Award  for  ‘Best  Costume  Design’ 
because  the  Academy  was  under  the  impression  that 
the  apes  in  the  beginning  of  the  film  were  real,  and 
thought  that  the  attire  of  characters  in  the  rest  of  the 
film  could  not  justify  the  Oscar.  The  makers  of  2001, 
though  disappointed,  naturally  felt  that  not  winning 
turned  out  to  be  a better  compliment  than  winning 
would  have  been. 

27  All  of  these  shows  had  marionettes  as  characters. 

28  The  shows  in  the  series  were  Supercar,  Fireball  XL-5, 
Stingray,  Thunderbirds,  Captain  Scarlet  and  the 
Mysterons,  Joe  90,  and  Secret  Service.  The  latter  two 
have  not  been  shown  outside  of  Britain.  There  are  also 
two  movies,  Thunderbirds  are  Go!  and  Thunderbird  6. 

29  In  Thunderbirds,  the  central  organization  was  Inter- 
national Rescue. 

30  International  Rescue  was  run  by  millionaire  astronaut 
Tracey. 

31  The  characters  who  assisted  Jeff  Tracey  in  his  oper- 
ation were  his  sons,  the  pilots  of  Thunderbirds  1 
through  5;  the  aristocrat  Lady  Penelope;  and  the  genius 
scientist,  Brains. 

32  Buck  Rogers  was  written  by  Dick  Calkin. 

33  The  very  first  SF  magazine  was  Amazing  Stories. 

34  It  appeared  in  April,  1926. 

35  I,  Robot  was  written  in  1939  by  Eando  Binder, 
appearing  in  Amazing  Stories  two  months  before  Isaac 
Asimov’s  first  story.  Asimov  later  wrote  his  own  tale 
called  I,  Robot,  in  1950,  which  is  actually  a collection 
of  short  stories  dealing  with  robots. 

36  Alex  had  a phenomenol  stereo  system  and  spent  much 
of  his  non-violent  time  with  it  blaring  into  his  ears. 

37  Dr.  Who  was  first  seen  in  Britain  in  November,  1963.  It 
is  the  longest-running  British  SF  television  series. 

38  The  new  program  is  The  Incredible  Hulk,  starring  Bill 
Bixby. 

39  The  central  religious  figure  in  Brave  New  World  was 
Henry  Ford,  inventor  of  the  assembly  line. 
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